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Black Panther Part 1

I never thought of my Mom that way. After
all, she was my Mom, you know what I mean? I never looked at her
like I did the other girls in school, at least not until that
day.

I brought my friend Mark home with me after
school. We were going to get something to eat then go up to the LAN
center and play games for a few hours. We were standing in the
kitchen drinking Mountain Dews and waiting for the Hot Pockets to
get hot in the microwave. Mark was looking out at the back
yard.

“Jamie, dude, your sister is hot,” he
said.

I looked at him like he was crazy.

“What? I don’t have a sister.”

He pointed out the window. “Then who’s
that?”

My Mom was on the back porch in a white
bikini, arranging a towel on the lounge chair to work on her
tan.

“That’s my Mom, not my sister.”

“No way. She’s too hot to be your Mom.”

And just then I couldn’t say anything. All I
could do was stare at this woman on the back porch. I never paid
much attention because she was my Mom, you know what I mean? Now I
was trying to get a better look at her. For a second I was able to
imagine that she was not my Mom and began to realize that Mark was
right, this woman was really hot. I stared at her legs and her flat
belly and her big boobs and I started to get stiff, until the
microwave beeped.

“Good. I’m starving. Let’s eat and get
going,” Mark said.

The picture in my head burst like a bubble,
just before I got to the part where my Mom was taking her bikini
top off right in front of me.

We took our Hot Pockets and walked up to the
LAN center where we played games for like three hours. We even got
pizza when we got hungry again. But the whole night I was getting
my ass beat by everyone else on the network. My mind was not on
what I was doing. I had something else to think about.

And I was hard the whole night. That made it
really difficult to sit in one spot for three hours. I’m glad there
were no girls there that night. I always get so embarrassed when a
girl sees my thing when it gets hard, which is like, all the
time.

I was glad it was dark when we went home even
though I didn’t pass anyone, anyway. If I was walking funny because
of my thing, Mark didn’t say anything.

When we got to Cowen Street we split up and
he went on to his house. Mom was in bed when I got home. I watched
tv for a little bit and had some leftover macaroni and cheese, then
I got bored and went to bed.

In my room, I took off my shirt. It felt good
to walk around without a shirt. Since I started lifting weights I
was beginning to like the way I looked. When I got my own place I
could go all the time without a shirt, maybe even without pants.
But not while Mom was around.

My thing was finally getting soft until I
thought about Mom, and it got hard again. I closed my eyes and let
out a long, deep breath. Sometimes that helped me relax when my
thing got hard. It wasn’t working that night.

In the bottom of my desk drawer I had an old
Victoria’s Secret catalog that I dug out of the trash when Mom
threw it out. All of the girls in it were hot and most of the pages
were wrinkled or folded. I spent a lot of time looking through that
catalog and it didn’t do a lot to help.

I unzipped my shorts and took my thing out.
It stretched all the way to the desk and touched the catalog, which
was open to page 38, my favorite page. I wish I knew the name of
the girl. In the picture she was wearing thong panties and was
standing with her back to me and looking over her shoulder. I could
see part of her chest under her arm. She was looking at me like she
wanted me to do something to her. And her butt, that was the best
part. I pressed down on my thing and that made me moan.

“When did you get that?” Mom’s voice said
behind me.

I froze. Did I leave my bedroom door open? I
was glad I had my back turned. I put both hands over my thing and
said, “What?”

“That tattoo on your back. When did I give
you permission to get a tattoo?”

“Uh, I didn’t ask.”

“I know you didn’t ask. What is it?”

“It’s a black panther.”

I tried to look over my shoulder but I didn’t
want to turn around. My thing was throbbing in my hands and it was
starting to hurt.

“What are you doing?” she said.

“Nothing.”

“Turn around.”

I turned around slowly, trying to keep my
thing covered with both hands. It stuck out too far. Mom’s eyes
looked down at it and her eyebrows went up. She was wearing a
short, loose night shirt that covered everything about her except
her legs. Even in that she looked great.

She shook her head.

“You’re built like your father. He used to
jerk off all the time, too,” she said, and walked away.

I took my hands off my thing and stared at
it. What did she mean I was built like Dad? And what did she mean
by jerk off all the time?

That was the day I began to realize I had
something special.

 


* * * *

 


The new guy was getting on my nerves. I think
he was getting on everybody’s nerves. His name was Ricky, or
Ricardo because he was from Puerto Rico, and he thought a lot of
himself. He had been working at Ted’s Pizza for only about two
weeks and everyday he talked about how great he was.

Ricky was the new delivery guy. I worked in
the back making pizza dough, cutting toppings, folding boxes. The
other guys made the pizzas. Only once in a while did I get to do
that, when we were really busy.

One of Ricky’s favorite things was to drop
hints about his equipment. A few nights ago Ted was out of the shop
for whatever reason I don’t know. It was a pretty slow night. I was
working with Tina and Marie, and of course Ricky. I was in the back
as usual, folding boxes for pizzas because there was nothing else
to do. I could see the girls, they were working behind the counter
making pizzas and answering the phone, but I couldn’t see
Ricky.

I could hear him, though. He spoke loud
enough for everyone to hear. All he could do was stand there and
talk his bullshit about how big his dick was and how much it drove
girls crazy. The girls would just look at each other and laugh. I
wanted to tell him to shut the hell up, but he was a few years
older than me and a little bigger. So I just kept my mouth shut and
folded boxes.

Rick would take his pizzas out to deliver and
when he got back he’d start in again on his dick. He kept bugging
the girls to go out with him, promising they wouldn’t be
disappointed. Finally at the end of the night, when we were closing
up, Marie told him she’d go out with him just to find out if he was
telling the truth.

That was when I gave in and walked out to the
back, shaking my head, to throw the trash in the dumpster. The
whole idea of it made me pissed off. I mean, Marie was probably the
hottest girl in school, and Ricky, he had to be the biggest jerk in
the city. I was the nice guy. Why wouldn’t she go out with me?

I forgot all about it over the weekend, until
Marie got to work on Monday after school. I was sweeping in the
back and she and Tina walked right past me to the store room. The
door was open and I could hear everything, but I guess because I
was just a freshman they didn’t think it mattered. Anyway, I
stopped sweeping to listen.

“So? Come on, you gotta tell me. What was it
like?” Tina said.

“Oh my God. He was like so telling the
truth,” Marie said.

“No way. How big was it?”

I was standing outside the door and couldn’t
see what Marie did, but whatever it was, it made Tina gasp.

“Oh God. That’s like huge,” she said.

“I know it.”

“So ... How was he?” Tina said.

“He was ok, you know,” Marie said.

“Oh well. At least he had a big dick. You
mind if I try him out?”

I was just about to hear her answer when Ted,
the owner of the pizza place, walked by and told me to get back to
work. The girls were giggling in the storeroom. He never yelled at
them.

For the next month, all the girls talked
about was Ricky and the size of his dick. Ricky didn’t talk so much
anymore. Mostly all he did was grin, like everybody knew what he
had going on and he didn’t need to brag about it anymore, which I
guess he didn’t. I hated him even more because he was so smug about
it.

One time on this Thursday night when it was
kind of slow, Tina and Marie took a break from making pizzas while
Ricky was out delivering half a dozen of them. I was chopping
onions and mushrooms and Marie sat on the edge of the front
counter. They started talking to each other like I wasn’t even
there.

“This one time I sucked a seven inch dick,”
Marie said. She had a packet of gum and took out a piece for
herself and gave one to Tina. “He was like normal thick and it was
like no big deal. But with Ricky I was like really high when I
found out he was packing for real. We were in the front seat of his
Camaro and he told me to put my hand on it and I couldn’t wait to
get it out so I could start sucking on it.”

“Yeah. Me too,” Tina said.

Marie’s legs were swinging back and forth and
she was staring up at the ceiling like she was remembering a dream.
I kept cutting the onions, but I went real slow because I wanted to
hear everything. It was a good thing my back was turned. My thing
was getting hard in my jeans and I didn’t want it to show.

“I just like leaned over his lap and started
doing it. I started at the head, of course. I got it like really
wet and he’s moaning like how good it feels and how he wants me to
suck him so bad and all that. So then I like begin sucking more and
more every time I go down on him. And he was like moaning and
saying fuck and shit and all that stuff. So like, after a few
minutes I got his whole shaft down my throat and my nose is like
stuck in his curly pubes and I got my chin right on his sac.”

Out of the corner of my eye I could see Marie
working her hand up and down like she was holding a dick while she
told the story. I closed my eyes and groaned silently, and nearly
cut my thumb off. My thing was so hard it felt like it was going to
rip through my jeans.

“No way. You got it all the way down?” Tina
said.

“Yeah. He about fell out of the car. He says
he had never had that happen before. He says most girls usually
only get like halfway down on it before they gag so bad. It was
like truly an experience to feel such a long fuck meat slide down
my throat.”

Tina was shaking her head.

“I went to suck him really deep and it just
made me gag. He was just too big for me like that.”

“Not me. I love to gag on a big cock. It’s
like the hottest thing like ever. It especially gets me off if I’m
like making progress on choking him down. I don’t really gag, even
on a big cock like Ricky’s. I just like the feel of choking on a
large unit. For me, it’s like an incredible turn on when a guy
pushes my head down on his cock. I enjoy when I have to struggle to
like get it all the way. It makes me so hot when a guy stands over
me and holds my head down. I actually like get off on choking on a
big dick when it starts to go down my throat.”

Tina laughed. “Oh God yeah, I know what you
mean. That so makes my pussy wet. You know what? This one time I
was doing Jesse at his Dad’s house and I made him cum when the head
of his dick was pressing down, like all the way in the back, and
his cum went like shooting out of my mouth. It was so cool. But I
couldn’t get it down my throat.”

“I bet you can do it. Just try to relax,”
Marie said. “I think of it like I’m surrendering to the cock. It’s
easier when it’s like really long and fat, you know? You just have
to love doing it enough to surrender to it and enjoy it being
inside you.”

I groaned again and rolled my eyes shut. It
was going to be a long night.

 


When I finally got home I was too wired to
sleep. It was a good thing I had no school the next day for some
teacher development day. I think they all just got naked and jumped
in the pool. There were one or two of the lady teachers I wouldn’t
mind seeing naked, like Miss Toscotta.

I stayed up most of the night flipping
through channels and eating leftover macaroni and cheese. Mom had
gone to bed before I got home and it was a pretty warm night, so I
was on the couch wearing just a pair of shorts.

Part of me like being alone, without anyone
to see me walking around the house almost naked. Another part of me
wished Mom would come down to join me. Since that night a couple of
months ago I couldn’t get her out of my mind, and what did that
mean? I mean, she was my Mom for crying out loud. I wasn’t supposed
to get hot for my Mom like I got hot for Sue Novak down the
street.

Even so, when I thought about Mom’s legs and
her ass, I got really turned on. I had always noticed her big tits
but I never paid attention to them before. Now I couldn’t help but
notice the way they stretched the front of the tight t-shirts she
always wore, or how her nipples got hard and showed through her
blouse when she was getting dressed for work, or how they would
bounce and shake when she was vacuuming or putting away
groceries.

Just thinking about Mom like that got me
hard. And she was right upstairs. It wasn’t like she was one of
those hot looking girls at school in the tight jeans and short
shirts, the ones I could never approach because they would just
laugh at me if I tried to ask them out. No, Mom was just at the top
of the stairs, where I could go up and talk to her and sit next to
her and touch her. I started to rub my dick, but not too much
because I didn’t want to shoot my stuff all over the couch. I just
pulled up the leg of my shorts and let it stand straight up.

Was it as big as Ricky’s? Probably not. Would
Tina or Marie like mine as much as they liked his? Probably not.
Was there any girl out there who would even look at my dick if I
asked? I’d probably never know.

But Mom had seen it. I closed my eyes and
imagined her coming down the stairs, wearing just that short
nightgown. “Why are you still up?” she would say.

“I can’t sleep,” I would say.

Then she would notice my dick all hard and
sticking up out of my shorts and my hand moving up and down on
it.

“What are you doing with that?”

I would look at my dick, then at her.

“Nothing. Just jerking off a little bit.”

That’s what I would say, because she called
it jerking off and she told me Dad did it all the time, so I might
do it all the time, too. Besides, I was watching a show about
Spring Break girls in bikinis and wet t-shirt contests, so that
gave me a reason to jerk off.

But Mom would just nod and sit down next to
me. She’d watch tv with me for a little bit, then watch my hand
moving up and down real slow. Then she would smile at me.

“Would you like me to help you with
that?”

“Sure,” I would say, and take my hand off my
thing.

It vanished. The image in my mind was gone. I
tried to get it back, rubbing my dick like crazy, but there was
nothing. My dick started to deflate like an old balloon and nothing
could bring it back, not even a show on MTV about strippers and
porn stars.

I gave in. I was done for the night. I
flopped out on the couch and flipped channels with a limp noodle
between my legs, hoping to find something distracting like an old
episode of MASH or something.

But I never did. It was daylight when I woke
up on the couch, stretched out. That was ok. What shocked me was to
find out that sometime during the night I had worked my shorts down
past my hips and I had a rock hard erection standing straight up.
Vaguely, I remembered having a dream about being in a black Camaro
with Marie, and she was swallowing my dick down her throat. It was
funny how in that dream she was able to talk to me at the same
time, even though her mouth was full. I wish I could remember what
she said.

I heard a noise in the kitchen and sat up. I
yanked my shorts back up, trying to cover my thing. I could smell
bacon cooking. Mom was in the kitchen, making breakfast. I slapped
my hand to my forehead. Had she seen me hard like that? How could
she miss it?

It was just crazy. My Mom shouldn’t see me
like that. I got up and headed for the stairs before she could see
me, when she called me from the kitchen. I froze at the bottom of
the stairs with my hand on the railing.

“Yeah Mom?” I said.

“Come on and sit down. Your breakfast is
ready.”

I looked down at the front of my shorts. My
thing throbbed and pushed out the front of my shorts like I was
hiding a coiled up garden hose in there. How was I going to hide
that from Mom? I looked up to the top of the stairs. If I just had
a few minutes to get that catalog out of my desk ...

“Jamie, come on. It’s getting cold.”

I sighed. There was no way around it. I
walked into the kitchen with my hands over the front of my shorts,
hoping she at least wouldn’t say anything.

“Sit down. I’ve got a plate for you,” she
said.

I sat at the counter, pushed my thing down
between my legs and squeezed my legs together. She gave me a plate
and sat down to join me. I picked up a fork and started eating. She
made my favorite omelet with cheese and bacon, and I was
starving.

“How did you sleep?” she said.

“Fine,” I said with my mouth full and took a
drink of orange juice.

“You must have been having a pretty good
dream. Was I in it?”

I nearly choked on a big bite of omelet and
started coughing.

“What do you mean?” I said when I could speak
again, and wiped the tears from my eyes.

She put her hand on mine.

“Jamie, let me ask you something. Are you
using protection?”

“Protection from what?”

“With girls, when you have sex?”

My face got real warm. My hand shook and I
dropped my fork on the plate. My dick, which was finally going
soft, suddenly got hard again and I think it might have whacked
against the bottom of the counter.

“Mom, I’m not having sex. Why would you ask
me that?” I said in the strongest, angriest tone I could
manage.

“I’m sorry, dear. I didn’t mean to upset you.
It’s just that, well ... when I came down this morning I saw you
... like that and I was so proud to know that you looked so good. I
was just so sure that a handsome young man built like you would
have so many girlfriends.”

“Well I don’t. So I hope that’s ok with you,”
I said.

I got up and left in a hurry. She probably
thought I was hurt and angry, but I had to get away. If she said
anything more my dick was going to rip a hole through my shorts. I
went to my room, got out my favorite catalog, pulled down my shorts
and got on my bed. This time, though, I made sure my door was
shut.

 


The next night, Saturday night, Mom had her
friends over for a party. They get together every other Friday at
one house or another and tonight it was at our house. I didn’t have
to work and Mark had gone out with his family, so Mom asked me to
stay and help. I hated these things, but I helped anyway.

The parties are just a bunch of ladies who
hang out to play cards and drink and eat and gossip and a bunch of
shit. I was just there to help serve the food and clean up when
they were done.

One of the women, though, brought her
daughter, Theresa, who had these geeky round glasses and straight
dark hair, with a little red in it or something. Ok, she was kind
of cute, especially if she got rid of those glasses, but she was
just a kid. I was into older chicks, like Marie or ... Mom.

Anyway, I didn’t have time to pay attention
to her because I was busy helping Mom. She wasn’t just geeky, she
was shy, and kept hanging around her Mom all night, which was fine
with me. I didn’t want to have to entertain her.

It was getting late and I was just about
finished. Every time I looked at Theresa she smiled. I just smiled
back. I was taking some plates into the kitchen when I heard
Theresa’s Mom talking to my Mom.

“I can’t believe how good looking Jamie is,”
she said.

“Thank you. I’m very proud of him,” Mom
said.

“He sure has his potato in the right
place.”

Mom said something back and they laughed, but
I didn’t hear what she said. What did Theresa’s Mom mean about the
potato thing?

When I was done I snuck up to my room. It was
good to finally get away and be alone for a while. I kicked off my
shoes and lay out on the bed. My thing was getting stiff again,
like it did all the time. All I had to do was think about Marie and
those tight tank tops that she wore that showed off her boobs. I
was rubbing my thing through my jeans, thinking about pulling it
out, when someone knocked on my door.

I sat up. The door was open. Theresa was
standing there, staring at me.

“Hi Jamie. Whatcha doing?” she said.

“I, uh ... Just, uh, hanging out,” I said. I
put my hand over the lump in my jeans. Had she seen it? Had she
seen what I was doing?

She took a step into the room. Her eyes
looked all around.

“I’m kind of bored with the party. I think my
Mom’s drunk. I was wondering if I could hang out with you,” she
said.

I shrugged. “Sure, I guess.”

I kept my hands over my lap. She came into my
room and was looking around.

“Wow. You got a cool room. Is all this stuff
yours?” she said.

“Yeah.”

She walked over to the dresser and reached up
to touch the samurai sword set on a rack.

“I got some cool stuff in my room. You should
see it sometime,” she said.

“Yeah. Sure.”

I was already bored with her. She was just an
annoying kid. Why didn’t she go away? I’d tell her to leave, but
that might make Mom mad because she was her friend’s daughter.

She sat down in the swivel chair in front of
my computer and spun around. When she stopped, facing me, she
looked down at my hand covering my bulge. I covered it with both
hands and she looked away. For a moment I thought she had a smile
on her lips.

“What is that?” she said, pointing to the
samurai sword on top of my dresser.

“It’s a katana, a samurai sword.”

Her eyes got real wide.

“A sword? Is it real?”

“Yeah, it’s real.”

Then she grinned. She looked at my crotch
again, then at the sword.

“I’d really like to see your sword,” she
said.

So I showed her the sword. I got it down from
the rack and took it out of the scabbard and even let her hold it.
She liked it, but she didn’t seem that interested in it. We chatted
for a while until she had to go home with her Mom. It wasn’t until
later that night, when I was laying in bed in the dark, stroking my
hard dick, when I wondered what Theresa really meant. Did I show
her the sword she really wanted to see?

 


* * * *

 


A week later I was at work and it was dinner
time on a Friday night and it was like everyone in the city wanted
pizza. I was running back and forth like crazy, getting stuff to
make pizzas. I had no way of knowing that this was the day that
everything changed for me.

It was a crazy night. Everybody was running
around trying to get pizzas made. And everybody was working that
night. Nobody had the night off. I don’t think we ever made so many
pizzas in one night.

Marie was the one who got something started
with me, and I couldn’t be more embarrassed. She was making pizzas
as fast as she could, as were a couple of the other guys. Tina was
answering phones and taking orders. Ricky and another guy were
running the pizzas out the door, and as soon as they got back they
had another stack ready to go. I was doing everything else,
cleaning up, bringing out more cheese or sauce or dough from the
cooler, boxing pizzas, whatever.

I was working at the bench by the cooler,
opening cans of sauce. My hands were covered with sauce. Marie came
back to find me.

“Jamie, where are the peppers?” she said.

“Right here.” I pointed to a jar on a shelf
over my head. Sauce was dripping from my hands.

She looked at my hands, then at the jar.

“I’ll get it,” she said.

I was wedged into a cramped space between the
bench and a storage shelf. She pushed herself between me and the
bench and reached for the jar. I held my hands up out of the way so
I wouldn’t get sauce on her clothes, and gritted my teeth. For most
of the night I had a hard-on in my jeans. It was just something I
couldn’t control. I wore an apron most of the time, so no one could
see it, but when Marie got the jar of peppers off the shelf, her
soft ass pushed back against my groin.

She didn’t move for a second. She moved her
ass up, then down. I bit my tongue and tried not to groan out loud.
She looked over her shoulder at me with a look on her face like she
was saying “No way”.

I tried not to make eye contact, but I
couldn’t help it. She was looking right at me. I thought she was
going to say something. What was I supposed to say? I was just too
embarrassed. But she just squeezed back out with the jar of peppers
and didn’t say anything about it.

The rush ended after eight o’clock. The rest
of the guys took a break and sat out back in the alley. I took a
little extra time to finish cleaning up before I went to join them.
They were all sitting around talking and smoking cigarettes. Ricky
and the other delivery guy were there, and so was Tina. One of the
guys had a porn magazine that they were passing around. I pulled up
a milk carton and joined them, but off to the side.

It was fun to hang out with them and pretend
that I was part of their group, even though they were all older
than me and usually didn’t include me in whatever they were doing.
So I was really surprised when the magazine got passed to me.

It wasn’t just a porn magazine with naked
women, it was like a hardcore magazine. My eyes nearly popped out
of my head when I flipped it open. Right there on the page in front
of me was a guy sticking his long dick into a girl. She was on her
hands and knees and he was behind her. She had a look on her face
like it was the best thing she had ever felt. Did it really feel
that good for girls?

“Hey Ronnie. You got a phone call,” Marie
said.

I closed the magazine and looked up. She was
leaning out the back door. Ronnie went into the shop and she stood
aside to let him go by. She was looking right at me. My face was
getting warm and I was glad to have the magazine to cover my lap
because my thing was hard enough to rip through my jeans. That was
fine, except that the picture on the cover was of a woman with huge
boobs in a tight bikini.

Tina offered Marie a cigarette. She took one
and lit it, the whole time still looking at me. I was afraid I made
her mad and she was going to narc me out or something. So I was
horrified when she walked over to me, picked up the magazine and
plopped onto my lap. All the other guys were looking at us.

“Hey Jamie. What’re you looking at?” she
said.

I think I was shaking like I was going to
die. Some of the other guys were looking at me like they couldn’t
believe she even knew my name.

“I didn’t know you liked these magazines,”
she said, and started flipping pages.

Her ass squirmed on my lap. I swallowed hard
and squeezed my eyes shut. Nothing ever felt so good in my life. I
tried to keep my hands at my side and not touch her, but she
squirmed like she was going to lose her balance, so I had to put my
hands on her hips to hold her steady. It was like she wanted me to
put my hands on her.

“These pictures are hot,” she said. She held
the magazine up for me to see and pointed to one of the pictures.
“I screwed a guy one time that had a dick that big. Ricky, check
this out. This guy’s got a dick as big as your’s.”

She handed the magazine to Ricky. I caught
her glance at me out of the corner of her eye and smile.

“Shit. I’m bigger than that guy,” Ricky said
after a quick look, and handed the magazine back.

Marie shook her head.

“I don’t know, Ricky. That’s a pretty big
dick.”

He laughed out loud. “That guy wouldn’t fit
in my shadow.”

The other guys laughed and Ricky high-fived
one of them.

Marie wiggled her ass on my lap again and I
couldn’t help groaning in her ear.

“Fucking hell, Jamie. What do you got in
there?” she said.

She put her hands on her knees and all the
other guys could see the way she was moving her ass on my lap.

“N-Nothing,” I said, hoping she would drop it
so I could get out of there. I hated it when I stammered.

“Is that your dick?”

I closed my eyes and prayed that she would
just go away and everybody would forget about it. But it just got
worse.

“Take it out so I can see it,” she said.

Ricky laughed again. “Forget about it, baby.
You already seen the biggest in town.”

I just glared at him. He had a way of pissing
me off. Marie was glaring at him, too, and I was surprised. I
thought she liked him and his big dick. She looked at me.

“Come on, Jamie. Whip it out. Let’s see what
you got,” she said.

Tina opened her purse. “I got a tape measure.
We can measure it.”

“Shit. This’ll be easy. You’ll never beat
this piece of meat,” Ricky said.

He stood up, unzipped his fly and pulled out
his long, hard dick. The other guys laughed and cheered. He wagged
it around like it really was a piece of meat. Even Tina
laughed.

But Marie wasn’t laughing. She was looking at
me with a sly smile on her lips. It was as if she wanted to show
him up as much as me.

“Come on Jamie. I know you got something
good. Show it to us. Do it for me,” she said in a soft, friendly
voice.

My insides melted. There was no way I could
resist her when she spoke like that. So I stood up. I could feel
everyone’s eyes staring at my crotch, especially Marie’s, and my
thing was very hard and stood out like I had a hammer in my jeans.
I pulled down my zipper. They all got real quiet.

I pulled my thing out and the guys whooped
and shouted. It wasn’t until that moment that I realized what I was
doing. How could I expose myself like that in front of all the guys
I worked with? But it was too late, and there was nowhere for me to
run.

But Marie still wasn’t laughing or shouting.
She was just staring at it with a big smile. Tina was staring, too,
and she had big, wide eyes. She took a small tape measure from her
purse.

“I’m going to have to measure that,” she
said.

She walked toward me with that tape pulled
out and I couldn’t believe it was happening. I sat down on the milk
carton. She sat down next to me. Everyone was watching, even Ricky,
who had his hands on his hips and his dick still hanging out.

She pulled out a few inches of the tape and
held it to the side of my thing. I got all tense and was holding my
breath. She pulled out a few more inches of tape, then a few more
inches until she finally got to the end of my thing.

“Oh my God. You got like ... Eleven inches oh
my God,” she said and looked up at Marie with her mouth hanging
open.

This time Marie laughed. She looked over at
Ricky.

“I guess he got you beat, dude,” she
said.

Everyone started laughing, except Ricky. He
put his dick back in his jeans. My face was burning.

Ted, the owner, came out the door and yelled
at everyone to get back inside and get back to work. I turned away
before he could see me with my dick out. Marie stepped in front of
me and blocked his view.

“You too, kid. I don’t need anyone slacking
off,” he said.

“Yes sir.”

When he was gone Marie giggled. I was
horrified. What did she find so funny about my situation? She
reached around and put her hand around my dick and I nearly jumped.
She leaned close and whispered in my ear.

“One time maybe you’d like to try this thing
out on me,” she said.

She gave it a squeeze before she went back
inside and I thought my legs were going to give out.

 


I got home late, sometime after midnight. I
stayed late to help Ted clean up, and he gave me a ride home. It
wasn’t a long drive and we didn’t say a thing. He was listening to
his oldies on the radio, and I just couldn’t get in to that.

The light in the living room was on, and
Danielle’s car was in the driveway. Ted drove off in a hurry, which
was not easy to do in a Honda hatchback. I stood at the bottom of
the driveway and said “Shit” out loud. I hated when Danielle came
over.

They were sitting on the couch, drinking
wine, and were excited to see me when I came in the front door.
They said hi and asked how work was. I said fine, but I didn’t
mention how I had pulled out my dick to compare it to Ricky’s.

“Jamie, would you like a glass of wine?”
Danielle said, and held up her glass.

“No thanks,” I said.

What I wanted was a beer. I’d never had a
beer before but it just sounded really good.

Mom set her glass on the table and poured
some into it from the bottle.

“Danny was just telling me about this new
perfume. What do you think?” she said.

She picked up a tiny bottle that was on the
table beside the bottle of wine. The stopper was a sculpted piece
of crystal in the shape of a heart. She removed the stopper,
covered the opening with the tip of her middle finger, flipped the
bottle upside down for an instant, and wiped the tip of her middle
finger on her neck, just below her ear.

I started to lean forward to smell the
perfume, but stopped myself. Mom had sat forward and tilted her
head so I could reach her exposed neck. The top buttons of her
blouse were undone and I could see right down the front. Most of
her boobs were exposed, and she wasn’t wearing a bra.

I blinked. It was a beautiful sight. Mom had
great boobs. If working with Ted and a mop for an hour had finally
managed to make my erection go down, one look at Mom’s boobs made
it stiff again in an instant. I glanced at Danielle. She was
grinning and her face was red, like she knew something that I
didn’t. And from the way her hard nipples were poking through her
thin blouse, I was sure she wasn’t wearing a bra, either.

I bent down and sniffed Mom’s neck. The
perfume smelled fine. What did I know about perfume? A second later
I got a warm, tingly sensation that spread through my belly down to
my groin. My dick, which had stiffened, twitched and got as hard as
a rock, or harder, if that was possible. I thought it was going to
rip through my jeans.

My head was spinning. The hair on the back of
my neck stood up. Mom’s boobs were suddenly irresistible and I had
to take a step back before I reached into her shirt for them.

“I, uh ... I got to go to my room,” I said,
and went up the stairs without waiting for them to answer. With
that huge log hanging down the leg of my jeans, it was difficult to
move quickly up the stairs. I was pretty sure I caught Danielle
staring right at it. I was afraid to look at it myself and find out
how obvious it was. I hated when she came over. She always had that
effect on me.

When I got to my room I made sure the door
was shut and jumped on my bed. I wasn’t going to need my favorite
Victoria’s Secret catalog. I ripped my jeans off.

“Holy shit,” I said.

Something had happened to my dick. It had
been hard before, but never like that. It was thick and red and the
veins were pulsing all over it, throbbing like it was alive, and I
wasn’t so sure it wasn’t bigger than when Tina measured it earlier
that night.

I put my hand around it and gasped. It was
real hot and so hard I couldn’t bend it. And it was so sensitive I
could hardly keep my hand on it for more than a few seconds. What
was I supposed to do with that?

It was the perfume that did that to me, and
Danielle knew it would. That was why she gave it to Mom. But did
Mom know? What if Danielle told Mom what it would do to me and she
still wanted me to smell it? What was I supposed to do about
that?

One thing I knew for sure was that I had to
get myself off. If I didn’t do it soon, I was going to explode. I
could feel a strange pressure growing in my balls.

So I grabbed my dick. It was so hot it burned
my hand, and so sensitive I could barely stand the touch of my own
hand. I gritted my teeth and started pumping.

The sensations were intense. Now that I had
started, there was no way I could stop. It was like my hand had
become part of my dick, like they had been fused together. And my
hand was pumping like crazy, like I had a machine in my arm making
it pump up and down a thousand times a minute.

And when it came, there wasn’t that buildup
that told me “Here it comes”. It hit me like a shovel over the
head. One second I was doing it, the next it was coming.

I think I might have screamed, I don’t
remember. My whole body convulsed. I opened my eyes just in time to
see it come out, but it wasn’t just a few spurts like I usually
had. My dick throbbed in my hand. I actually felt it swell thicker.
What came out the end was a long, thick stream of stuff like a
white rope shooting out of my dick. It shot straight up, a few feet
in the air and splattered on my bed between my legs.

As soon as it came out, a second rope shot
out and splattered on my leg, then a third that landed right on my
crotch. It kept shooting out and coming down all over the place
until my jeans and my bed were soaked with my stuff.

I was lying back with my head on the pillow,
panting. The whole room was spinning and I was afraid to open my
eyes. My hand was still glued to my dick, which had stopped
throbbing, but was still as hard as before, and it was covered with
my stuff.

I laid there for what felt like forever, and
I must have dozed off, because Mom was knocking on my door when I
woke up.

“Jamie? Are you ok?” she said from the other
side of the door.

I sat up quickly, praying that she wouldn’t
open the door. Every muscle in my body was stiff. I had to pry my
hand from around my hard dick.

“I’m fine, Mom. Just taking a nap.”

She was quiet. I grabbed a towel off the
floor to cover myself in case she opened the door. I didn’t know
how I would explain how so much of my stuff got all over my bed,
but that wasn’t as important as how I would explain my hard-on.

“Ok hon. Just making sure,” she said.

I held my breath, waiting for her to open the
door. It didn’t happen, though. What I heard was her going down the
stairs. I let out a long breath and pulled the towel off my lap. I
shook my head, staring at this thing sticking up between my legs
that wouldn’t go away. Right at the bottom of the stairs were two
gorgeous women, and I couldn’t share it with either of them.

 


* * * *

 


Something happened after that night. I guess
I should say nothing happened, because it was like everyone forgot
that Ricky and I pulled our dicks out of our pants and showed
everyone what we had. Nobody said anything and it was like nothing
ever happened. Ricky was quiet for a week or so, but even he went
back to bragging about all the women he was sleeping with and how
much they loved the size of his dick.

Every time he opened his mouth it made my
stomach burn. I was the one with the bigger dick. If the girls he
slept with were so crazy about the size of his dick, why didn’t
they go crazy over mine?

I got over it. What did I care what Ricky
said, anyway? Mostly, I think he was talking out his ass. Nobody
could sleep with as many women as he claimed to get.

Besides, the guys at the pizza shop treated
me a little different, like they had a little respect for me. I
wasn’t just the little gopher kid that everybody ordered around.
Ok, maybe I still was, but at least they all called me by my name,
instead of “Hey kid”.

Eventually I forgot about the whole thing
myself. It was like a dream, or a scene from a movie that happened
to someone else. I had given up on any chance of getting lucky.
That happened to other guys, not me.

Then on Thursday I passed Marie in the
hallway. I was on my way to class, which was at the end of the
senior’s locker hall, with my books and notebook under my arm. The
hallway was crowded and a lot of the senior guys were bigger than
me. I just tried to stay out of their way.

Some days if I was lucky and I timed it
right, I would see Marie when she was leaving her locker to go to
her class. It was worth the trouble because she dressed in
something hot every day, not like the plain jeans and green “Ted’s
Pizza” t-shirt that she wore to work. On that day she was wearing a
really tight, low halter top that pushed her boobs up like they
were going to burst out.

I was enjoying the sight as she walked by me,
until she looked right at me and I panicked. She stopped and turned
around. Suddenly I was sweating. I was busted. She caught me
staring at her boobs.

“Hey Jamie. What are you doing here?” she
said with her hand on her hip.

I stood still, trying not to shake. My eyes
looked left, then right. Was she really talking to me, right there
in the middle of the hallway where anyone could see us? How many
times had I passed her in those halls and that was the first time
she noticed me?

I held up my book.

“I, uh ... I’m late for biology,” I said.

She smiled, but it was more like
disbelief.

“I didn’t know you went to this school.”

I nodded and glanced around, hoping that
someone I knew would see me talking with Marie Carlisle.

“Yep,” I said.

She looked around too, like she was checking
to make sure no one she knew would see her talking to a freshman.
She stepped closer and lowered her voice.

“You still got that eleven inch cock?” she
said. Her eyes glanced down at my crotch.

“Uh, yeah. It’s not going anywhere,” I
said.

She giggled.

“Of course not. Look, you still want to try
it out on me?”

I coughed to clear my throat. I’m pretty sure
I was shaking and I hoped she couldn’t see it.

“Um, I really have to get to biology
class.”

She shrugged. “Skip it and I’ll show you
stuff they don’t teach in biology.”

She licked her lips and the tip of her finger
grazed the valley between her big boobs. My dick swelled in my
jeans in an instant. How could I turn down an offer like that?

Her hand moved down and brushed the front of
my jeans, right over my hard bulge.

“I love it when a guy with a fat dick shoves
it down my throat and makes me gag. You want to do that to me?” she
said. Her voice had become raspy.

“I’ll do my best,” I said. It was hard to
keep my voice from cracking.

She smiled. “I’m sure you will. Come on. I
know a place.”

She took my hand and all I could do was
follow her. The bell rang, which meant I was late for class. If we
were having a test, I was screwed. But what did that matter for
what I was about to get?

The problem was that I had a huge hard-on in
my jeans. Girls didn’t have that problem. Marie was walking pretty
quickly, and I had a hard time keeping up.

We passed a lot of people and we were headed
for the far end of the school, past the gyms. Some of the people
looked at us, probably because I had a big, stupid grin on my face.
If it was because of the bulge hanging down the leg of my jeans, I
didn’t care.

One girl stopped and turned around.

“Hey Marie. What’s going on?” she said.

Marie stopped pulling my arm.

“Hey Sasha. What’s up?”

Sasha shrugged. She glared at me with a
suspicious look in her eyes.

“Not much. Where you going with this
kid?”

“This is Jamie. I’m going to give him a
blowjob,” Marie said, as if there wasn’t anyone around who would
hear.

Sasha looked astonished, and a bit disgusted,
from her sneer.

“Him?”

Marie nodded. She had a big, smug grin. She
leaned toward Sasha and whispered something in her ear. At the same
time she held her hands up, about a foot apart. Sasha’s eyes turned
dark.

“No way. Him?” she said.

Marie nodded and pointed at my crotch. Sasha
looked straight at my groin and she frowned.

“That can’t be for real,” she said, pointing
to my bulge.

I covered it with both hands.

“Shit, do you got to tell everyone?” I
said.

Sasha put both hands on her hips.

“Listen, punk. If what you got in there is
for real, everyone in school’s going to know about it,” she
said.

Marie touched her arm.

“It’s for real. You can bet on it.”

“You know this for sure?”

“Tina and I measured it.”

Sasha frowned again. “Then I got to check
this out.”

They took me to a stairwell behind the gym
that went down to a basement. I never even knew it was there, but
then I was still new to James Buchanan High and there were a lot of
things I didn’t know. It was littered with cigarette butts, bottle
caps, a few empty beer cans, some things I didn’t recognize that
might have had to do with drugs, and a few used condoms. Seeing
those made my dick that much harder, just at the possibility that I
might have sex with either of these gorgeous babes. I just hoped
one of them had a condom, because I didn’t.

As soon as we got to the bottom of the
stairs, Marie lit a cigarette. She offered one to Sasha, who also
lit up. They puffed on them and we stood there silent, and a little
uncomfortable. I just tried not to stare at them and their great
bodies. Sasha had short, blonde hair and bigger boobs than Marie,
but she kept them covered with a t-shirt. I did, though, like the
way they stretched the front of the shirt, which looked a couple of
sizes too small for her chest.

“So, what are we going to do?” I said.

Sasha laughed. “Look at you, the big man,
just all ready to go, aren’t you? Just can’t wait to get that
blowjob, can you?”

“I never had a blowjob before,” I said.

They looked at each other and laughed.

“Why don’t you whip it out for Sasha, let her
see it for herself,” Marie said, and blew a long stream of smoke
into the air.

I blinked at her. Was she serious? Sasha was
looking at me with her eyebrows raised, like she was waiting for me
to take her up on the dare. My hands were shaking. This was crazy.
How was I supposed to pull down my jeans and show my dick to a girl
I didn’t even know? Ok, so I pulled it out and let everyone at the
pizza shop see it, but that was different, wasn’t it?

I couldn’t make my hands stop shaking, and
that made it hard to pull down my zipper. It didn’t help that Sasha
was watching, and she looked impatient.

Her expression changed when I finally got my
jeans open. I reached in, closed my hand around my cock and pulled
it out. The cool, fresh air felt good on it. Sasha’s mouth fell
open.

“Oh my Lord. What a cock,” she said.

“I told you,” Marie said.

I couldn’t help the big grin on my face. It
was only the second time I had pulled it out for someone and I was
beginning to like that reaction.

Sasha reached out and let the head of my dick
glide through her hand. I groaned and closed my eyes. I had to lean
back against the wall to keep from falling down.

“Damn, I never seen a cock this big,” she
said.

She closed her hand around it and squeezed. I
groaned.

“I think he likes that,” she said with a
giggle.

“Shit yeah. That feels good,” I said.

“Why don’t you suck on it?” Marie said.

Sasha laughed. “Hell no. I just came here to
see it. I didn’t say I was going to suck on it.”

“Then get out of the way so I can blow
him.”

She dropped her cigarette, crushed it with
her shoe, then squatted in front of me and took my dick from Sasha.
She put one hand on my leg and stroked my dick with her other hand.
She was staring at it like she wasn’t so sure this was a good
idea.

I was staring at her hand. It looked small
around my dick, like a little girl’s hand. I couldn’t believe how
good it felt. The only other hand that had moved back and forth on
my cock like that was my own. I prayed silently that she wouldn’t
stop. I couldn’t imagine how good her mouth would feel.

She licked her lips, stuck her tongue way out
and licked the tip of my dick. I would have groaned, but I was
holding my breath. My eyes were locked on her mouth. I didn’t want
to miss anything.

She opened it wide and took the head of my
dick in.

“Oh my God,” I said.

Every muscle in my body was tense. It was the
most incredible thing I had ever felt. Her mouth was warm and moist
and smothered my dick. Her head moved back and forth a few times. I
loved it, but her eyes squinted and she gagged like she was having
trouble with it. She took it out and wiped the saliva from her lips
with the back of her hand.

“Shit Jamie. I can’t get it in my mouth,”
Marie said.

“But that felt really good,” I said.

Sasha mashed her cigarette against the
wall.

“I thought you were going to blow this kid,”
she said.

Marie stood up and wiped her hands.

“I can usually deep most guys. Remember when
I did Tyler’s cock last year?” she said.

“Yeah, I remember. But Tyler ain’t that big,”
Sasha said, pointing at my dick.

“Did you deep him?” Marie said.

Sasha shook. “No. He was an asshole to my
little brother. I just jerked him off. I didn’t like him enough to
blow him.”

“What about me?” I said.

They both looked at me like I had just walked
through the wall.

“You better just settle down, Mr.
I’m-all-full-of-cum ...” Sasha started to say with her nose
wrinkled up in a snide sneer, but Marie put her hand on her
arm.

“It’s ok. Jamie is a good guy. Besides, I
told him I’d give him a blow if he skipped class.” She reached out
and squeezed my dick. It was still wet with her saliva. “How about
if I just jerk you off? Would that be ok?”

“Sure, I guess,” I said.

I didn’t want her to see how disappointed I
was. I also didn’t want to say no. She might leave, and at least a
handjob was better than nothing.

We got real quiet while she pumped my dick in
her fist. I closed my eyes and leaned back with my head against the
cool bricks. She was squeezing tight and moving her hand back and
forth with long, slow strokes. It wasn’t going to take long. I was
already starting to shoot my stuff.

“Oh man,” I said.

My knees were giving out. I grabbed Marie’s
shoulder before I fell over. My stuff burst from the end of my dick
and shot all the way across the stairwell to the opposite wall like
a length of white rope and splattered. I groaned. A second white
rope shot from my dick and hit the other wall, then another and
another. I lost count, but by the time I was finished, my stuff was
covering the bricks on the other wall like it needed a fresh coat
of paint, and it collected in a puddle on the cement.

I was weak. That was the best cum I ever had,
the best ever. Marie and Sasha were just staring with their mouths
hanging open.

“Good God. Did you see all that cum? I’m glad
I didn’t have it in my mouth when you did that,” Marie said.

Sasha stepped back and looked down at her
t-shirt.

“I know what you mean. I didn’t get any on my
shirt, did I? I got psyche next hour. If old lady Starnes sees a
stain she’ll sure as shit know what I been up to,” she said.

“Yeah, I got to get to class, too,” I
said.

I was going to get busted for skipping class
and would probably have to do detention, but it was worth it, I
suppose. I mean, I was really excited about getting my first
blowjob. After all, everything I had heard was that Marie was the
best in the school at that kind of stuff.

“Look, Jamie, we got to split. You’re ok with
that, right?” she said.

I hoped to see something in her eyes that
would tell me she was at least sorry. Instead, what I saw in them
was an anxiousness to get out of there.

“Yeah. I’ll be fine,” I said.

“Great. See ya,” she said, and whisked Sasha
up the stairs with her.

My dick was a little softer. I stuffed it
back in my jeans, zipped up, and let out a deep sigh. Was this what
it was going to be like for me? Did I have a dick that was so big
girls didn’t want anything to do with it? For as long as I could
remember, all I wanted was to know what it felt like to have sex
with a girl. And just when I thought I was getting close, I found
out I was further away than ever.

 


* * * *

 


I was late for the bus. I’d have to run
through the yard behind the house to catch the bus at the next
stop. That gave me an extra ten minutes. That was when I saw Mom
coming out of the shower.

Most days I was already on the bus when she
got out of the shower. Only one other day was I so late that I
missed the bus, and I had to beg Mom to give me a ride. That day
she came out of the shower wearing a bathrobe with her hair wrapped
up in a towel like a turban, like she did every day. Today, though,
something was different.

I had to go back up to my room to get my
backpack. I was seriously late. I ran up the stairs just as Mom
came out of the bathroom. She was holding a bottle of shampoo in
one hand and a blow dryer in her other hand. Her hair was wrapped
in a turban, as usual, but instead of the bathrobe, she was wearing
a towel around her torso.

“Jamie, you’re still here,” she said.

“I’m late.”

I started to rush past her. She took a step
back to let me by, brushed the door frame, and the towel slipped.
She tried to catch it with her forearm, but it was too late. I
stopped in my tracks. The towel dropped to the floor.

“Jamie, I’m so sorry,” she said.

I wasn’t. I was stunned by the sight of her
naked body. She tried desperately to cover her breasts with one arm
and reach for the towel at the same time. I just stood there
staring with my mouth hanging open.

I never knew my Mom had such a great body.
And I thought Marie was hot. Mom had long, smooth legs, and barely
any hair at the V where they came together. Her waist had a gentle,
slender taper to her hips, and her boobs were big and round, too
big and round to be hidden by her arm.

Finally I noticed her red face and looked
away.

“Sorry Mom,” I said, and ran to my room to
find my backpack.

It took a minute to find it behind my desk. I
didn’t think about how it got there, I just grabbed it and ran,
hoping I wouldn’t miss the bus. It was difficult to run through the
yard with a hard-on hanging down in my jeans. I just caught the bus
and had to sit in the only open seat near the front. I didn’t mind,
though. I had a great image in my mind to keep me company for the
rest of the day.

It was in fifth hour history class when
things started to get weird. The whole class went down to the
library to research for our papers. I got lucky and found a quiet
table for myself near the back of the library.

My history subject was Stephen Decatur. I’d
already found everything to find on him in that library. At home I
had two biographies on him from the city library. So I sat alone at
my table, reading the newest Sports Illustrated magazine, which
they kept at the periodicals table.

I was in the middle of an article about
steroids in baseball when Hannah Brinkins and Allie Rouse sat down
at my table across from me. I looked up and they smiled at me.

“Hi Jamie. Whatchya reading?” Hannah
said.

“Nothing. Just a magazine.”

“That’s cool.”

“Yeah, that’s cool,” Allie said.

They had brought their books and notebooks,
and flipped through them, although they didn’t look like they were
reading anything.

“What’s new?” Hannah said.

“Not much. What’s new with you?”

“Not much.”

“I got a new puppy. Want to see a picture?”
Allie said, and opened her purse.

“Allie jeez, shut up about that dog,” Hannah
said.

“I’d like to see it,” I said.

Hannah rolled her eyes. Allie took a
photograph from her purse and handed it to me.

“Her name’s Clio,” she said.

“She’s cute.”

It was a picture of her with a white puppy
dog in her lap. The puppy was cute, but I couldn’t help notice how
hot she looked in a halter top and tight shorts.

“You’re even cuter,” I said, and couldn’t
believe that those words came out of my mouth. That was something
like what Jeff Kolchek would say, not me.

Allie blushed, but Hannah seemed to ignore
it.

“Hey Jamie, Allie and me, we heard something
from one of the other girls,” she said.

“Which other girl?”

“I don’t remember her name. I just remember
what she told me.”

“What’s that?” I said.

“She told me that you got a big dick.”

I laughed and she looked a little
disappointed.

“So what if I do?” I said.

Hannah shrugged. “So how big is it?”

“You wouldn’t believe me.”

“I’d believe it if I saw it,” she said,
leaning closer over the table and lowering her voice.

My senses were on edge. I was shaking with
excitement. This was an offer I couldn’t pass up. I looked around.
The other kids weren’t watching, and Miss Joy was all the way at
the other end of the library.

“Let’s go down there,” I said, pointing down
one of the rows of books where the lights didn’t reach.

Hannah and Allie followed me. We went all the
way down the row of books to the end and rounded the corner. It was
dim back there, and pretty quiet.

“So? Let’s see it?” Hannah said.

“Don’t be so impatient,” I said, and unzipped
my jeans.

They both looked very eager, watching my
hands. My excitement was making me hard, almost too hard to pull it
out without pulling my jeans down, but hard enough to impress them
when it flopped out into the air.

“Jesus Christ what a cock,” Hannah said.

Allie didn’t say anything, but her eyes were
as big as Hannah’s.

“Is that like, for real? I never saw a cock
that big,” Hannah said.

“Yeah it’s real. You think I bought it?” I
said. It was getting harder and pointed straight out.

“Can I touch it?” Hannah said.

“Go ahead.”

Her hand reached out slowly, like she was a
little frightened of it. She touched it and let her fingers close
around it.

“Mmm. It’s so warm. My sister’s boyfriend,
his cock is like not big like this at all,” she said.

She squeezed and moved her hand back and
forth. My head was spinning. I couldn’t believe how good it felt. I
grabbed one of the shelves to hold myself steady.

“You saw your sister’s boyfriend naked?” I
said.

Hannah nodded. “All the time. She let’s me
practice giving blowjobs on him.”

“I never seen a real cock,” Allie said. Her
eyes were still really big and stared at my thing.

“Here, you can touch it too,” Hannah said,
and held it up for her.

Allie touched it with the tips of her fingers
and gasped.

“Oh my God. It’s hot. Is there a bone in it
that makes it hard?” she said.

Hannah laughed. I had to close my eyes. If
they kept rubbing me like that I was going to shoot my stuff all
over the books.

“No, silly ...” Hannah started to say, but
another voice cut her off.

“What’s going on here?”

The girls yanked their hands away. I turned
to face the bookshelves, hoping to hide my erection.

It was the librarian. She wasn’t a very big
woman, but at that moment she had her fists on her hips and an
angry scowl on her face, and she looked much bigger and meaner than
usual.

“Girls, what are you doing?” she said.

“Nothing. Just talking,” Hannah said.

“Return to your class.”

Hannah and Allie rushed off together, which
left me trying to get my dick back in my jeans. It was too hard and
would not bend. I closed my eyes and prayed that she forget about
me and walk away.

“Young man, turn around,” the librarian
said.

I sighed and turned around slowly. Her eyes
dropped to my dick, hanging from the front of my jeans. Her mouth
fell open, but she snapped it shut.

“Put that away, right now,” she said.

I started to unbuckle my belt. She turned
around. I got it back in my jeans and buckled back up in a hurry.
She was shaking her head, and her lips were pinched together.

“Never have I seen anything so disgusting.
How could you defile my library with such an act?” she said.

“I don’t know,” was all I could manage to
say.

In my head, though, I was telling her that
Hannah was just about to give me a blowjob just like she practiced
on her sister’s boyfriend, and I was going to shoot my stuff, the
cum that Marie called it, all over her face and her shirt, and some
of it might have got on her books. But I couldn’t say that out
loud.

“You’re coming to the Principal’s office with
me right now,” she said.

“But my class is here.”

“Your teacher will be told everything that
you’ve done here.”

I sighed and rolled my eyes. I had no choice
but to go with her. She let me grab my books while she talked to
Mr. Weiser. He looked pretty grim. She led me down the hall to the
Principal’s office. Fortunately, the library was not far from the
office, so we didn’t pass anyone I knew.

Principal Volqueri was there, discussing
something with one of the secretaries. She looked like my aunt,
tall and prim in her pants suit with short, stylish red hair. I was
glad Vice Principal Lutes wasn’t there. He could be a real
dick.

Principal Volqueri and the librarian talked
for a few moments. Both were looking right at me.

“Mr. Lugnoc. Come into my office, please,”
Principal Volqueri said, and opened the door.

The librarian left with one last evil look at
me. I went into the Principal’s office and she came in behind me
and closed the door.

“Sit down,” she said, pointing to one of the
chairs off to the side of the desk. She sat in the chair behind the
desk and turned sideways to face me and crossed her legs.

“Mr. Lugnoc, is it true that you exposed
yourself to two students in the library?” she said.

“Yes,” I said, and shifted on the chair. It
was getting more and more uncomfortable, and it wasn’t just because
of the aching hard-on in the leg of my jeans.

“Why don’t you tell me what happened.”

I cleared my throat. “Well ... Hannah and
Allie came up to me and we were talking and Hannah said she wanted
to see my dick, so we went in the back and I showed it to her.”

“You just showed it to her, just like
that?”

“Yeah.”

“And did Allie see it?”

“Yeah. And they touched it, too,” I said,
feeling proud.

Principal Volqueri shook her head.

Mr. Lugnoc, you’ve probably broken I don’t
know how many laws. You may have got me and yourself in big
trouble. Are you aware of that?”

“I guess not.”

“If one of those girls goes to the police, I
could go to jail. Did you think of that?”

“Uh ... No,” I said. Whatever it was that I
was feeling proud about, it was gone now.

“Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t
suspend you for a week right now,” she said.

I hesitated. My hands were on both arms of
the chair. All those things I thought about saying to the librarian
were running through my head. The idea I had in my head right then
was just crazy. It was going to get me in even deeper trouble. But
I was going to do it anyway.

My hands moved as if they had been instructed
to move by someone other than me. It was like I was standing off to
the side, watching someone else. I couldn’t believe it was me doing
this.

Slowly and calmly, while Principal Volqueri
watched, I pulled down my zipper, reached into my fly, and hauled
out my cock.

She sat there, staring at it. I waited for a
reaction, hoping it would be good. All she did, though, was uncross
her legs and cross them again the other way.

“That’s a good reason,” she said.

She got up and closed the blinds on the
windows that looked out onto the sidewalk that led to the entrance
way of the high school. When she sat down again, she was
smiling.

“When you showed that to Hannah and Allie,
what did you expect would happen?” she said, pointing to my
cock.

“I don’t know,” I said with a shrug.

“Were you hoping that one of them would give
you a blowjob?”

I chuckled.

“What’s funny?” she said.

“I never heard a principal say blowjob
before.”

“No, I’m sure you haven’t. And you’re not
going to get a blowjob from me, either.”

My thing was completely hard again and
standing straight up, throbbing. The fat, dark veins on it pulsed
with the beats of my heart. Principal Volqueri was staring at it
the whole time.

“Am I suspended?” I said.

She tapped her desk with her pen.

“Why don’t you just rub that thing for me for
a while and we’ll see if we can’t bring it down to detention.”

I swallowed hard. My heart was racing, which
made my dick even harder. What had I got myself into? This was the
strangest thing I could ever imagine. Mrs. Volqueri was older than
Mom, and she wasn’t hot at all, not like any of the girls in
school. And she wanted to watch me jerk off?

It was weird, but it was better than getting
suspended and having to explain it to Mom. So I took a deep breath,
put my hand around my cock and started pumping slowly.

 


I was late getting home, of course. The buses
were long gone after detention. It was a beautiful, warm, sunny day
to walk home, so I didn’t mind so much. I also didn’t mind too much
because I still had the memory of the look on Principal Volqueri’s
face when I spewed my cum all over her desk and carpet and chair.
It shot out in those thick, ropy streams again that felt like they
were being yanked from my balls.

“Goodness, I’ve never seen so much cum,”
Principal Volqueri said.

I remembered her words exactly, as if they
had been recorded on my brain. I also remembered seeing her legs
part and her hand move down between them. That was pretty hot, and
I never thought I’d see a woman her age as hot.

“I’m sorry about the mess,” I said. I was
till holding my hard cock and my stuff was dripping from the
end.

She waved her hand. “Don’t worry about it.
I’ll get one of the girls to clean it up. I’m glad my husband
wasn’t here to see this.”

I wasn’t sure what she meant by that and I
wanted to ask, but the bell had rung and it was time for me to get
to my next class. She wrote me a tardy note to give to my next
teacher.

“I’ll see you at detention after school,” she
said with a smile, and sent me out.

I should have been creeped out, but I wasn’t.
I was turned on. And thinking about it on the walk home got me all
aroused again. I would have to jerk off as soon as I got to my
room.

In the back of my mind, though, I was afraid
of what Mom would say about me getting home so late. How could I
tell her that I nearly got suspended for showing my dick to Hannah
and Allie, or that I got it cut down to detention by jerking off
for Principal Volqueri?

I put my backpack on the floor by the door
and headed for the kitchen to get something to eat before I went up
to my room.

Mom was on the phone with someone in the
family room. I was just about to ask what we were having for dinner
when I heard her say something that made me stop in the middle of
my step, with my foot in the air.

“Danny, I like to masturbate as much as you.
Here’s my problem. When I’m doing it I’m not thinking about Paul or
any other man. I’m thinking about my son.”

I pulled my foot back before I rounded the
corner. Had she heard me come in? From what she said next, I was
pretty sure she hadn’t.

“Yes, I know. It’s crazy. No, listen to this.
You remember last week, when I had that date with Roger? Right,
when he was fucking me in the back seat of his car? Yes. The whole
time he was on top of me I was thinking, God no, I was wishing it
was Jamie on top of me instead of Roger.”

I was frozen to my spot, leaning against the
wall, right at the corner, straining to hear every word. Every word
she said was a shock. If my dick had started to go soft before, it
was busting hard now.

“Yes, Danny, Paul’s a sweet guy. He’s just
not ... How do I say it? He’s not built like Jamie. I swear to God,
Danny, you should see his cock. I used to think his father was hung
...”

I had to walk away. I was hearing too much
and it made me dizzy. Never would I have imagined that my own Mom
fantasized about having sex with me. And I thought when I
fantasized about having sex with her there was no chance anything
would ever happen. Suddenly I was faced with so many new
possibilities that I had a hard time keeping them all straight.

I ran upstairs. Even though I just did it
that day in Principal Volqueri’s office, I was going to have to
jerk off again, otherwise there would be no way I was going to
sleep that night.

They were right there on the humidifier
outside my bedroom. I walked right past them and stopped at my
bedroom door and turned around.

Right there on top of the humidifier, next to
Mom’s sewing kit, was a stack of Playboy magazines. I stood there
staring at them for a few seconds to make sure I wasn’t imagining
it. They were real, and they were right there. There were about six
of them, probably from Dad’s old collection. Mom had thrown out all
the others years ago. She must have planned to put those in the
trash as well.

Certainly she wouldn’t miss one magazine. And
the one I was certain she wouldn’t miss was the one I pulled from
the middle of the stack. It was the March 1987 issue. That was
before I was born. On the cover was Janet Jones.

I slipped into my room and closed the door.
This was going to be good, so much better than my Victoria’s Secret
catalog. I wouldn’t have to imagine the girls naked. I flipped the
magazine open and in an instant my mouth started to water. These
girls really were naked. The girl in the center of the magazine was
gorgeous. She had great boobs, almost as beautiful as Mom’s.

I put the open magazine on my bed and pulled
up my desk chair. I was supposed to be doing my homework. How could
anyone expect me to concentrate on boring math problems when I had
pictures of naked girls and a hard-on to work off?

I dropped my jeans and sat down to stroke
myself and had to pause. My dick looked enormous, even bigger than
normal, and thicker. I couldn’t get my fingers all the way around
it at the thickest part in the middle. Was it getting bigger? Maybe
I should get Tina to measure it again.

Looking at the picture of the cute girl in
the magazine just made it harder. In one of the pictures she was on
her hands and knees with her head down on a pillow and her
beautiful butt in the air. I pumped my cock slowly, imagining that
I was on the bed behind her, ready to slide my fat thing into her
pussy.

That was where I had trouble, though. I just
didn’t know what the inside of a pussy felt like. I had to slide my
hand up and down and pretend that I was really doing it with
her.

I closed my eyes and leaned back in the
chair. This time I pictured the girl from the magazine standing
naked in front of me, with those big boobs where I could see them.
She leaned over to kiss me and those boobs got closer, where I
could touch them and squeeze them. She spread her legs and climbed
on the chair, right over my thing. She reached down, put her hand
around it, angled it between her legs, and started to lower
herself. This was where I lost it again and groaned.

“What’s the matter, hon?” Mom’s voice
said.

I sat upright and my eyes snapped open. Mom
was standing in the doorway with her arms crossed. I froze because
I thought I had been busted, but she was grinning. And for a second
I thought she was naked, but she was wearing a bra and panties, the
tiniest, skimpiest black bra and panties I had ever seen. Sure, I
hadn’t seen too many girls in their underwear in my life, but Mom
might as well have been wearing a belt and a couple of bandages for
all that she was covered.

“Uh ... Hi Mom,” I said. I should have
covered myself up, but I didn’t. There was something really hot
about letting Mom watch me stroke my dick. And she didn’t seem to
mind.

“Do you think about me when you do that?” she
said, and pointed to my hand around my cock.

I started to answer and stopped myself when
it sounded like the wrong thing to say in my head. What I was going
to tell her was that I was thinking about Marie. What I said
instead was “All the time.”

That made her grin even bigger. She lowered
her arms and put one hand on her hip.

“Why were you so late getting home from
school?”

I had trouble concentrating on what she said.
Her tiny, lacy bra could barely hold her boobs in. They were
stretching the thin, lacy black fabric like it was going to burst
any second.

“Um, I had, um ... detention,” I said. My
hand was still moving up and down on my cock. When was Mom going to
say something about that?

She looked surprised.

“Detention? What did you do, skip class?”

I chuckled. “Yeah, I wish. No, I uh, got
caught showing this to Hannah and Allie in the library,” I said,
and waved my cock like a flag. I couldn’t believe I had just told
Mom the truth. Was I nuts?

Her mouth fell open. “You did what?”

“Then I had to jerk off for Principal
Volqueri.”

What the hell was I saying? It was like my
mouth was working against me. When was I going to shut up?

“You jerked off in front of your
principal?”

I nodded. “She was going to suspend me for a
week and she said if I jerked off for her she would just give me
detention.”

“Your principal said that?”

“Yeah.”

“And you did that?”

“Yeah.”

Mom made a frown like she was impressed.

“She’s a lucky lady,” she said, and turned to
walk away. “Come down when you’re ready for dinner.”

I held my breath. Was that it? There should
have been something more. Wasn’t she going to say something about
me sitting there in front of her with my hard cock sticking up?
Wasn’t she going to yell at me about getting detention for showing
it to Hannah and Allie, or for the thing with Principal
Volqueri?

I was beginning to think I could have got
away with smoking a joint in front of her when she appeared in the
doorway again with the stack of Playboy’s.

“I saved these for you. I thought you might
like to use them when you do your thing. I guess you already found
one.”

She walked in and set them on the desk in
front of me and looked right at my cock.

“Enjoy,” she said.

I watched her ass while she walked out, then
closed my eyes and groaned. My hand squeezed tighter around my cock
and pumped faster. Sure, I had Marie and Sasha and Tina and the
girl in the magazine to fantasize about. None of them was who I
really wanted. The woman I really wanted was walking to her room at
the other end of the hall.

 


* * * *

 


Ted had to stop the car in the middle of the
street. I forgot it was Mom’s turn to have the party at our house
this week. The street was full of parked cars up and down both
sides. There was a car behind us waiting for me to get out. Ted
didn’t say anything. He was waiting for me to get out, too.

“Thanks,” I said, and shut the door, but he
drove off in a hurry.

The party had been going on for a while. They
usually started early, which meant most of the women had been
drinking for a long time. Most of them didn’t even notice when I
came in. I put my jacket in the closet and skirted the outside edge
of the room to get around all the women who were gathered in the
center around the snack table.

Mom was in the dining room with another group
of women. She saw me and waved, and I waved back. I was headed for
the kitchen, then the den. Ted let’s the guys at the shop make one
pizza for themselves. I only got one slice before it was gone, and
that was hours ago. I was starving. Besides, it had mushrooms on it
and I hate mushrooms.

I made a quick sandwich because there was
another group of women chatting in the kitchen. The den would be a
safer place. I would grab my Playstation controller and head up to
my room, and no one would miss me, except that Danielle was in the
den with another woman. They quickly turned around to look at me
when I opened the door.

“Hi Jamie,” Danielle said.

“Hi,” I said.

I looked at the woman with Danielle a little
closer, and she didn’t look that old. She licked her lips and took
a sip of her wine, and didn’t look directly at me.

I opened the tv stand to find the
controller.

“Did you just get home from work?” Danielle
said.

“Yeah,” I said, and moved aside a stack of
magazines.

“Did you have a busy night?”

“Yeah. Saturday nights are always nuts.”

Mom had buried the controller behind a couple
of stacks of magazines. I hated when she did that.

Danielle picked up a banana from Mom’s fruit
bowl.

“Do you like bananas?” she said.

“Yeah, sometimes. Mom’s the one who’s big on
fruit.”

She rubbed the banana with her fingers.

“My friend Irene can swallow a whole banana
in one bite.”

I looked at the other girl. She smiled at me.
She was cute and had long, really black hair, and she was tall, as
tall as me.

“Really?” I said.

Irene nodded. “It’s true.”

“Would you like to see her do it?” Danielle
said.

I picked up my controller.

“Maybe another time.”

Danielle closed her hand around the banana
and stroked it slowly up and down.

“That’s too bad. It’s really a sight to see.
She can swallow bigger things, too,” Danielle said, and her eyes
drifted slowly down my front to my crotch.

Irene giggled. “I like to swallow things that
get big and hard.”

My heart was racing. My throat was getting
tight, but not so tight to prevent me from being surprised by the
next words that came out of my mouth.

“You mean like a cock?” I said.

Irene grinned real big and her eyes got
wide.

“Especially like a cock. I love to swallow a
long, thick cock down my throat the most.”

Danielle leaned against the back of the desk
chair in front of the computer with her hand on her hip. Her
breasts strained against the thin blouse.

“I’ve heard that Jamie here has a pretty
long, thick cock,” she said.

“Where did you hear that?” I said.

“Your mother told me. She was very impressed
with the size of your ... cock.”

I shivered. The ways she said that word sent
tingles down my spine.

“I’ve been told it’s pretty big,” I said.

Danielle’s eyebrows went up, like she was
surprised.

“Who told you that?” she said.

“A couple of girls I know.”

She laughed. She was standing very close to
me and I could smell her perfume. It took me a second to realize it
was the same as the one she gave my Mom. My cock twitched. It was
rigid down the leg of my jeans like it was going to rip
through.

“You’re not as innocent as I thought,”
Danielle said. She reached for the zipper on my jeans. “Why don’t
we take it out so Irene can see if it’s something she can get down
her throat?”

I was pressed flat against the wall by the
tv. With Danielle that close, I could look right down the front of
her blouse. She pulled down the zipper and slipped her hand into my
fly. I was frozen to my spot, watching her hand. Her cool fingers
just touched my warm cock when the door opened. She yanked her hand
out of my pants and I turned away to zip up.

It was someone Danielle knew. They started
chatting and I slipped out without the game controller I needed. It
wasn’t that I was in such a hurry to get away from Danielle and
Irene. Sure, she was Mom’s best friend and I shouldn’t think about
her like that, but she was about to make something interesting
happen. No, I had to get out of there and up to my room before any
of the other women noticed the huge bulge in my jeans.

I got lucky when none of Mom’s other friends
noticed me. The hard part was getting up the stairs with a cock in
my jeans that wouldn’t bend.

It was a relief to finally get to my room and
flop on my bed where I could stretch out. It was a disappointment
also, because I just missed out on something really good. I propped
the pillow up and sat back to eat my sandwich. My other hand rubbed
my hard dick through my jeans.

I remembered the look on Danielle’s face when
I first walked in on them. She looked surprised, almost like she
and Irene had been making out. I sat up. Oh my God. That’s what
they were doing in there. Danielle was making out with another
girl.

I fell back on the pillow, shaking my head.
That was nuts, but it only made sense. She was the type that would
be into girls. I pictured her and Irene making out, and Irene’s
hands on Danielle’s big, soft boobs, and my cock strained against
my jeans.

Then I had another thought that made
everything come to a stop. What if Danielle and Mom were making
out? I tried to make that picture in my mind and at first it made
me really angry that she would come into our house and corrupt my
own mother like that. It only took a second for that thought to
pass, though, and the image of Mom and Danielle in each others arms
with their lips locked and their big breasts pressed against each
other made me groan and squeeze my cock.

I heard a knock on my door and sat up in a
hurry, covering my lap with my hands. One of these days I was going
to remember to shut my door when I wanted to be alone.

It was Theresa. She poked her head in and
smiled.

“Hi Jamie. Can I come in?” she said.

I groaned silently and rolled my eyes. I
forgot her Mom brought her to these parties. I guess in the back of
my mind I was hoping she wouldn’t be there.

“Yeah, sure. Why not?” I said.

She walked in and I think my eyes must have
popped out of my head. She was wearing a light sweater that exposed
her middle down to her hips, and a pair of tight shorts that showed
off her ass.

“Whatcha doin?” she said.

“Nothing. Just having a sandwich. I didn’t
know you were here.”

I let my hand slide away from my lap and
uncover the bulging ridge of my cock. I was taking a big risk to
let her see it like that, but I figured maybe it would scare her
away and I could get down to jerking off for real.

Theresa let out a deep breath.

“Yeah, I got bored with the party. My Mom
said they were supposed to do some fun stuff, only she like lied to
me because they’re all just talking and stuff.”

She grinned and clapped her hands together,
which made her boobs shake under the thin sweater. My eyebrows went
up. I didn’t know a girl could have boobs that would do that.
Suddenly I didn’t mind having her in my room so much. I removed my
hands from my lap and sat back a little bit to give her a better
view.

I thought she might have glanced at it, but
she was looking around my room.

“Don’t you get bored? What do you do up
here?” she said.

I shrugged. “Not much. I like to read, or
watch a movie.”

“Is that yours? You got your own Playstation?
What games do you got?” she said.

She leaned over my desk to look at the stack
of Playstation games. Her tight shorts stretched over her gorgeous
ass and I tilted my head for a better look. The seam in the back
wedged between her cheeks, and I tried to tear my eyes away before
she caught me looking, but her ass just looked too good to
quit.

She selected a game from the stack and held
it up.

“I love this game. I bet I can kick your ass
at it,” she said.

I couldn’t see what game she picked. My dick
was throbbing in my jeans and I couldn’t see straight.

“You want to play?” she said.

She reached up to turn on the tv, which was
on the upper shelf of the bookcase. It was an easy reach for me.
Theresa had to stretch on her tiptoes, and her sweater slid up on
her back, exposing part of her bra. I groaned and doubled over,
trying to cover my erection. Why did she have to come in here
looking so hot like that?

She turned around and stared at me. The
bottom part of her bra was still exposed, like she didn’t know what
had happened.

“Are you all right? Are you going to be sick
or something?” she said.

I clenched my jaws. What was I supposed to
say? That I was hot for her body? That she was being a tease and I
wanted her to go away so I could jerk off? I decided to just tell
her the truth and hope that would scare her off.

“I got ... It’s just ... I got a hard on and
it hurts like hell.”

She just stared at me with her mouth hanging
open. Then she blinked a couple of times.

“You got a boner?” she said in her sweet,
innocent little girl voice.

I nodded. What I did next was going to get me
in a whole lot of trouble. At that point, though, I was so worked
up I didn’t care if they locked me up for the rest of my life. I
moved my hands away from my lap and said, “Come over here and check
it out if you want.”

Theresa just stood there in that spot in
front of my desk for a long time, staring at the bulge between my
legs, and I was certain I was a dead man. Any second she was going
to run downstairs and tell her mother that I was trying to rape her
and all those women would march up to my room to hang me.

But she just stood there staring. Finally she
took one step closer.

“Oh my God. What a fucking boner,” she
said.

Her voice was barely a whisper. She stepped
closer again. I was frozen like a statue, like she was Medusa and
her look had turned me to stone. Then her eyes lit up and she
grinned.

“You were checking out my ass, weren’t you?
My ass gave you a boner, didn’t it?” she said.

I grinned back. “Yeah. You got a great
ass.”

She turned her hips to give me another quick
glimpse of her ass.

“I know. I like it when guys tell me I got a
hot ass, especially my Dad’s friends.”

She pulled the chair out from my desk and sat
down real close in front of me, so our knees were touching. When
she spoke, she lowered her voice, as if someone might be
listening.

“I got a nice pussy, too. You ever see a
pussy before?” she said.

This time I was the one with my mouth hanging
open. She let her legs spread so I could look right at that tight
area between her legs where her shorts were stretched over her
mound.

“No. You ever see a guy’s cock before?”

She giggled. “I like how you call it a
cock.”

I giggled too. It was a thrill to be able to
talk to a girl about stuff like this. I put my hand on the ridge in
my jeans and stroked it slowly. Her eyes watched my hand.

“Have you ever seen one?” I said.

She nodded, still staring at my cock.

“Yeah, a couple of times. This guy, who lives
down the street from me, he took me in his garage and whipped his
out. It wasn’t as big as yours. Jeez, dude, you got a big one.”

Her tongue licked her lips while she was
staring at my bulge.

“This one time, all I did was touch it. I put
my hand around his boner, you know, and he was like spurting all
his stuff all over the place.”

“That really happened?” I said.

She nodded. “Yeah, I swear. I bet you like to
jerk off a lot, don’t you? You can tell me. I won’t tell anything
to nobody.”

I swallowed hard. How did she know that?
Could she see it on my face? I nodded anyway. There was no point in
hiding anything from her.

“Yeah. A lot,” I said.

Theresa’s legs spread a little wider, as if
she wanted me to stare between them.

I moved my hand over the ridge of my cock and
squeezed it. She was staring at my hand and bit her lower lip.

“I bet it feels good, doesn’t it? I mean
jerking off that thing? I bet you got a lot of cum in your balls
too,” she said.

I couldn’t say anything. I just groaned and
squeezed it harder.

“Yeah, it feels really good,” I managed to
say.

“You ever measure it?”

I cleared my throat. “Tina, this girl at
work, she measured it once.

Theresa’s eyes widened.

“Cool. How big is it?”

“Eleven inches.”

“Damn,” she said softly under her breath, and
her eyes turned down to stare at it. She looked up to my eyes
again. “You ever fuck a girl with that thing?”

My face got warm and I had to look away.

“I’m a virgin,” I said.

She laughed and covered her mouth with her
hand.

“A stud like you? With that fucking cock? You
can’t be serious. I bet you fucked lots of girls.”

I shrugged like I didn’t have an explanation,
and she just shook her head and muttered, “Wow.”

“How many guys have you fucked?” I said.

She crossed her legs and held her head up
high.

“I’m a virgin too,” she said.

“Oh.”

For some reason I was disappointed, as if
there was a chance she might take pity on me and show me some
things I was dying to know. But what did I expect? Even though the
acted like she was much older, she was still just a kid.

“Hey, can I see it?” she said.

“What? Are you serious?” I said. My hands
moved over my lap as if on their own to cover it up.

“Fuck yeah,” she said, then she leaned
forward, directly over my lap, and put her hands on my knees. “Let
me see your boner, ok? It’s so fucking big. I just got to see it. I
swear I won’t tell nobody.”

I clutched at my jeans with my left hand and
squeezed my cock tighter with my right. I didn’t know what to do.
This was crazy. But I wanted to do it. I just wanted to get it out
and jerk off so bad.

But I did it anyway. It was like my hands did
what they wanted and I couldn’t control them. They unbuckled my
belt and pulled down the zipper, and Theresa watched it all.

I pushed my jeans down past my butt to my
knees and my cock jumped out and swayed side to side like an angry
snake before a snake charmer. Theresa gasped and covered her mouth
with both hands.

“Oh my God. That thing is fucking huge. You
should be in porno movies,” she said, and her shocked eyes
flickered.

I sat back. I didn’t know what to say. My
dick was swollen and red and the veins that ran up and down the
shaft pulsed like it was a living creature, and I just wanted to
jerk off so bad.

“Do you want to touch it?” I said.

Theresa giggled. “Ok. Just one squeeze.”

Her small hand extended toward it, as if it
really was a dangerous snake and she was afraid to get bitten. She
was biting her lower lip and had a look of intense concentration in
her eyes.

The tips of her fingers touched it and I
flinched. Her hand was soft and cool and when she closed it around
my dick she squeezed so hard I thought I was going to pass out. I
closed my eyes and leaned back on my bed, and when I spoke it felt
like I was choking on my own words.

“Please. Don’t stop,” I said.

Theresa squeezed it again and her small hand
moved up and down a tiny bit.

“That feel good?” she said.

“Oh God yes,” I said with a big smile and
opened my eyes. She was smiling back at me.

“Your girlfriend, Tina, she ever suck on it
for you?”

“She’s not my girlfriend,” I said.

My heart was thumping in my chest and I was
panting like I had just run five miles.

Theresa shook her head and frowned.

“That girl, she should suck on this boner. I
would, if I was your girlfriend.”

Her hand moved up and down on it real slow.
It looked like she was holding a fat baseball bat. I closed my eyes
again, just grateful that she was touching it.

“Do a favor for me?” she said.

“Sure. What?”

“Jerk off for me.”

I sat up. “For real?”

“Yeah, for real. I love to watch a guy jerk
off.”

“Ok I guess,” I said.

I sat up and closed my fist around my cock
and pumped slowly. She leaned close to watch. My hand didn’t feel
as good as her hand, of course. But it was a new thrill to have her
sitting so close to watch.

“I might make myself cum,” I said.

Her eyes got real bright.

“Yeah, do that. Cum for me, ok? I want to see
it shoot your cum.”

“It’s going to go all over,” I said.

“Cool. I want to see it shoot.”

That was cool with me, too. I liked the
excited look on her face. I thought about how she might look with
my stuff on that pretty face and that made my cock throb and get
even harder.

She reached out and squeezed the head, and
that made me groan.

“Can I do it? Let me jerk it off, please? I
never did it before.”

“Yeah, sure, go ahead,” I said.

Did she think I was stupid? Of course I’d let
her do it. That was just what I wanted.

As soon as I let go she grabbed my boner in
her tight little hand and I gasped. She started pumping just like I
was doing. My body tensed. My cock throbbed in her hand and I
groaned.

“That’s how you like it, isn’t it? Just like
this?” she said, and slid her hand up and down the shaft. It looked
so massive in her tiny hand.

“Yeah. That’s real good,” I said.

She pulled it toward her and her hand pumped
a little faster. Her other hand was on my knee.

“Damn, you got a beautiful cock, Jamie. It’s
so fucking hard,” she said. She was panting, too.

I just moaned and clenched my jaws shut. I
loved how she made all those dirty words come out of her pretty
little mouth. I also loved the way she was exploring my cock with
her hands and eyes like it was a new discovery for her.

“You going to cum for me?” she said.

I nodded. My teeth were clenched and I had
fistfuls of my sheets in both hands and sweat was dripping from my
forehead. I was going to cum and it was going to be hard, and
nothing was going to stop it.

From somewhere I thought I heard Mom call my
name, but she sounded very far away, like it was a memory. When she
called my name again and I realized she was standing in the doorway
of my room, it was too late.

I grunted and my hips thrust off the bed,
pushing my cock toward Theresa’s face. She was smart enough to turn
it away just was the first stream of cum shot across my room. She
squealed and laughed. More of it shot out in those thick, white
ropes. I couldn’t do anything about the hard spasms that shook my
body and knocked the breath out of me.

When it finally ended I collapsed on my bed,
trying to catch my breath.

“Hi Mrs. Lugnoc,” Theresa said.

I sat up in a hurry. It wasn’t a dream. Mom
was standing in the doorway, looking at both of us.

“Theresa, what are you doing?” Mom said.

Theresa shrugged and smiled.

“We’re just having some fun.”

Mom did not look pleased. Theresa had avoided
getting any cum on her face, but it was all over her hand and arm,
and some of it had landed on her bare thigh.

“Jamie, didn’t you hear me calling you?”

My throat was too tight to speak, so I just
shrugged and shook my head.

Mom shook her head too, but she let out a
deep breath and had her hands on her hips and an angry look on her
face.

“Theresa, your mother is ready to go. Don’t
go down there like that. Get washed up first.”

Theresa jumped out of the chair.

“Bye Jamie,” she said with a quick wave of
her hand that wasn’t covered with cum, and she dashed out past
Mom.

“You and I are going to have a talk,” Mom
said and walked out and shut the door.

I rolled my eyes and fell back on my bed.
Great. What did I get myself into now?

 


I was dreading the talk that Mom wanted to
have with me. I didn’t look forward to talking to her about
anything when she was pissed. And I’m pretty sure nothing I did up
to this point pissed her off as much as letting Theresa jerk me off
last night.

Ok, I admit that fooling around with a girl
probably wasn’t the smartest thing. How could I resist, though,
when it felt so good? Mom had to understand that, at least.
Besides, I wasn’t even sure who got the whole thing started.

I was surprised to see Mom’s car in the
driveway when I got off the bus. Usually she didn’t get home from
work until almost five thirty. I was looking forward to a couple of
hours of Playstation before I had to get my homework done. I guess
that wasn’t happening now.

The house was quiet when I went inside. Was
Mom even there? I dumped my backpack full of books inside the door,
which Mom hated so much, and headed straight for the kitchen. After
Mom’s girl parties there were always a lot of leftovers and I
wanted to get some before she threw it out. My favorites were the
mini hotdogs wrapped in pastries. I grabbed those and the rest of
the shrimp cocktail.

I was sitting on the couch, flipping channels
and stuffing shrimp in my mouth when Mom came down the stairs. She
was still dressed in her work clothes, a dark pantsuit with a
matching jacket.

“You’re home. I didn’t hear you come in,” she
said. She came over to the couch and gave me a kiss on top of my
head and took one of the shrimp from the plate. “How was your
day?”

“Fine.”

“Do you have any homework?”

“Just some algebra.”

She shook her head and made a disgusted
sound.

“Don’t ask me to help you with that. I hated
algebra.”

She walked around the coffee table and sat
down next to me and took another shrimp from my plate.

“Now tell me what you and Theresa were doing
in your room last night,” she said. She dipped the shrimp in the
cocktail sauce and bit it off all the way up to the tail.

I squirmed. That was the question I was
dreading. What was I supposed to tell her? The last time, I told
her the truth about Principal Volqueri, and when I was sure she
would flip out, she took it very well. But Theresa was
different.

“Well ... I made something to eat and I took
it up to my room to eat it. I was in there on my bed and Theresa
walks in. We were like talking and stuff, except she was dressed
really hot. You saw what she was wearing. So I started getting hard
and I’m trying to keep it down and she’s like what’s wrong and I’m
like I got a hard on-”

“You told her you had a hard on?” Mom
said.

“Uh ... Yeah.”

“Ok. Go on.”

“So anyway, we talked about it, you know,
because she could see it, and she said it was really big. So she
like wanted me to show it to her.”

“So that’s what you did?” Mom said, and ate
another shrimp.

“Sure. I mean, what harm would that do?”

She was nodding, as if she agreed, but I
wasn’t so sure. At first I thought it was a good idea to leave out
the whole thing with Danielle and Irene. Now I was thinking I
should have told her about that. She might have understood what I
was going through.

I hesitated a second, trying to remember
where I left off.

“So ... Theresa, she told me she wanted to
watch me jerk off. So I like started to jerk it off for her, then
she’s like, she wants to do it because she’s never done it, so I’m
like yeah, sure. So she started jerking me off and it felt so good
I didn’t want her to stop, so then she got me off and that’s when
you came in.”

She was quiet for a long time after I
finished. Had I said too much? Should I have told her about the
whole thing with Danielle and Irene, or would that just make it
worse?

“Honey, the fact that Theresa asked you to
show her your cock does not make it all right. Her mother is not
nearly as understanding as me. I hate to think what she would have
done to you, done to us both if she found out what the two of you
were up to in your room. It is your responsibility to tell her no.
Honey, just stay away from them. You can get in a lot of trouble.
If you want to do that with me that’s fine. I got something for
you. Now where did I put it?” she said, and got up to go into the
kitchen.

I was staring off into the distance, still
trying to figure out what she had just said. Was she serious? Did
she just tell me to ask her to jerk me off?

She returned with her purse and sat down
beside me again.

“I should have done this sooner. I guess I
just assumed it could wait until you were older. From what I saw
with you and Theresa last night, you’re going to be ready a lot
sooner than I thought.”

She had opened her purse and reached in to
pull out a black box and something else and stopped, looking off
toward the windows as if another thing had occurred to her.

“For all I know I could be too late already.
Tell me Jamie, have I waited too long entirely?”

“Uh, for what Mom?”

She put her hand on my knee.

“For sex, honey. Please tell me I’m not too
late to talk to you about sex.”

“Sex?” I said, suddenly feeling very
tense.

“Yes. You’re such a good looking young man,
and especially with your ... equipment, I shouldn’t be surprised.
And I know about those pretty girls you go to school with. So tell
me. Are you having sex?”

I turned my eyes down and shook my head.

“No Mom,” was all I said. I didn’t have the
heart to tell her how Marie wouldn’t even give me a blowjob.

She patted my knee.

“That’s a relief. There’s so much to tell
you.”

She left her hand on my knee and we were
quiet for a few seconds. It was a little awkward. That didn’t
matter, though. I liked the feel of her warm hand touching me. It
made my groin tingle, and my dick stirred. If she left her hand
there much longer she was going to feel it grow hard.

“So, anyway, I got these for you,” she said,
and held up a black box that said Magnum XL on the side. “These are
the ones your father used, you know, when we weren’t having
you.”

She let out a nervous chuckle, and it made me
laugh too, although I didn’t know what was in the box or what she
was going to do with it.

She opened the end of the box and handed me a
packet that had the same words printed on it. Inside the packet I
could feel a ring.

“Do you know how to use that?” she said.

I turned it over in my hand, trying to figure
it out. Was it one of those wet napkins they gave away at the Rib
Shack?

“No. What is it?”

“It’s a condom. You put it on your co- ... On
your penis before you have sex. It will prevent you from getting a
girl pregnant. Do you understand?”

I nodded. “I think so,” I said.

“Do you have any questions?” she said.

“When do I put it on?”

“That’s easy. You put it on before you ...
Uh, before you put your penis inside a girl,” she said.

“Oh,” I said, and nodded. I didn’t want her
to know that I didn’t understand what she meant.

She was looking at me with a half smile, like
she was waiting for me to say more. I wanted to say more. I wanted
to ask her about that, about putting my dick inside a girl. I
wanted to know where it went and how it felt and what I was
supposed to do. That would be pushing it too far, though.

She got up and went upstairs. I couldn’t
breathe. Sex with a girl was the most important thing I wanted.
What was I supposed to do with this cock if I couldn’t use it on a
girl?

I grabbed the box that Mom left on the table.
Somewhere it had to have an answer. It said nothing. I tossed the
box back on the table and slumped on the couch, staring up at the
ceiling. Not only did girls not want to have anything to do with my
cock, now I couldn’t use it even if I wanted.

The phone rang, and it wasn’t until the third
ring that I snapped out of my funk to answer it.

“Yeah,” I said.

“Jamie, man, you coming over?” Mark said.

It took me a few seconds to remember what he
was talking about.

“Nah. I don’t think so. I’m just going to
stay home,” I said.

“Man, what’s up? We’re waiting for you.
Nicole’s here. She’s waiting to meet you.”

“Who?”

“Nicole. You know. Lou’s sister. She told me
she liked you.”

I rolled my eyes. Just what I needed. Another
girl to reject me.

“I don’t think so. I’m not feeling so good.
I’m going to stay home tonight,” I said.

“Are you all right, man?” Mark said.

“I’ll be fine. I’m just ... You know.”

“Was it a bitch again? Tell me who it was and
I’ll tell her what she can do with it,” he said.

“No, no, it’s not that. Look, I’ll call you
later,” I said.

We hung up and I trudged up the stairs to my
room. Mom was in her room, getting ready to go out. Did she have a
date? I shut my bedroom door and leaned back against it, staring at
the ceiling.

Everybody was having sex but me. I wanted to
tell Mark it wasn’t just some bitch, it was my Mom. She was going
out to get fucked, and it wasn’t going to be me. She had pretty
much spelled out that I could never have sex with a girl, all
because of what I had between my legs.

I flopped on my bed and covered my eyes with
my arm, wishing that the rest of the world would go dark and suck
these awful feelings out of my soul.

 


* * * *

 


Tina kept looking at me with evil, dark looks
from the moment I walked in the door of the pizza shop. She threw
an apron at me.

“Ryan called off tonight. You’re making
pizzas. Get to work,” she said.

I looked at the apron in my hands, then at
Ricky, who was leaning against the Coke cooler. He just shrugged. I
put the apron on and went behind the counter, trying to avoid Tina.
She was on the phone, taking orders. I didn’t know what I did to
piss her off, so I thought it was best if I just stayed out of her
way and did what she told me.

It was a pretty slow night. I was glad for
that. I didn’t get much time between making pizzas. Ted was there,
but he was mostly working in the office or answering phones. Ricky
just sat around, watching ESPN and waiting to deliver pizzas.

About an hour before we closed, the phones
stopped ringing. I was sweeping the floor and cleaning more than I
was making pizzas. Ted decided to go home. We only had one order
after that, for a couple of large pizzas. As soon as they were
ready, Ricky took them and a two liter bottle of Coke and left for
his delivery.

I went back to cleaning up. Tina came over
and grabbed the front of my green shirt and pushed me back against
the counter.

“What were you thinking?” she said with her
teeth clenched.

“About what?”

“How come you let Marie give you a blowjob
and you didn’t even tell me?” she said.

I just stared at her, trying to figure out if
she was serious by the look in her eyes, but all I saw in them was
anger.

“Was I supposed to ask you first?” I
said.

She hit my shoulder. I flinched, even though
it didn’t hurt. I think I was just humoring her.

“Don’t treat me like I’m stupid. I thought we
were friends.”

I blinked. I couldn’t believe what I was
hearing. I didn’t know we were friends.

“Don’t you like me?” she said.

“Of course I like you,” I said.

But I had to think about it as soon as I said
it. Did I really like her? She was nice enough. Definitely hot
enough. There was no reason why I wouldn’t like her. But we never
even talked to each other. I didn’t know her well enough to know if
I liked her.

“Then why don’t you want to let me give you a
blowjob?” she said.

“I ... What?”

“You like her more than me, don’t you?” she
said.

I started laughing and she looked at me like
I was crazy.

“What’s so funny?” she said.

“I didn’t know you liked me. Especially
Marie. I didn’t think you even knew my name.”

She laughed. “Don’t be stupid. I touched your
cock, remember? I was the one who measured it? What makes you think
I wouldn’t want to suck on it? You didn’t even give me a
chance.”

“What? I-” I started to say.

“Shut up. I’m not letting you get away this
time,” she said.

She grabbed my shirt again and dragged me to
the back of the shop.

“What are you going to do, beat me up?” I
said.

The thought amused me, and I must have had a
grin on my face because she just rolled her eyes.

“My God you are dense. No I’m not going to
beat you up, dummy. You’re going to fuck me. Now get your pants
off.”

She ripped off her apron, threw it aside,
pulled her shirt out of her jeans and pulled down the zipper. I
stood there with my mouth hanging open.

“Come on dude, get your pants off. Ricky’s
going to be back in a few minutes and I don’t want to have to fuck
him, too.”

She pushed her jeans down to her knees. They
were tight and she had to wiggle her hips side to side to get them
down. Underneath, she wore tiny thong panties.

“I ... I thought you liked fucking him,” I
said. I couldn’t help my stammering. I had trouble controlling my
tongue.

Tina laughed. “Ricky’s just a big prick, and
he doesn’t know how to use it.” She pointed her finger at me and
her eyes looked stern. “You’re not going to be like that. I’m not
going to let you. Got it?”

“Yeah. Whatever,” I said.

“Right. Whatever.”

I peeled my dirty apron off. My cock had
grown hard and was sticking down the leg of my jeans. Tina looked
right at it and smiled.

“Yeah, you’re ready for it, aren’t you?” she
said.

She squatted in front of me. I was shaking. I
couldn’t believe this was really happening. We were going to have
sex.

Tina unbuckled my belt and pulled down the
zipper. I held my shirt up so I could watch. She let my jeans fall
to the floor and my cock jumped out. She let out a squeal.

“God damn. I forgot how big it is,” she
said.

She put her hand around it and pumped slowly.
I groaned, and had to lean back against the bench. She was licking
her lips, then opened her mouth wide and took the head of my cock
in.

“Oh yeah,” I said with a big sigh.

Her mouth was warm and wet. Even though she
could only get the head and a few inches in her mouth, it felt good
to have it sucked again.

Her eyes looked up to mine while her head
moved back and forth. I loved it when she did that. It made me feel
like we had an intimate connection.

I pumped with my hips, which pushed my cock a
little deeper into her mouth. She even gagged on it, but she seemed
to like it. I kept going, pumping a little harder, until she closed
her eyes and her head jerked back, releasing my dick from her
mouth. A big string of saliva hung from the end of it to her lower
lip and dropped to the floor between her feet.

“Don’t fuck my mouth too hard, dude. I want
your cum in here, not my mouth,” she said, and touched the crotch
of her jeans between her spread legs.

“Sorry,” I said.

She stood up and pushed her jeans all the way
down to her ankles. My heart was pounding. I was hoping she would
pull up her shirt, too, so I could check out her boobs. She looked
great in her tiny panties, though. She kicked off one of her shoes
to take her jeans off of one leg, then pushed down her panties.

I couldn’t keep my eyes off that area between
her legs. She had a tiny wisp of hair down there, but she wouldn’t
stand still long enough for me to get a good look. She sat down on
a stack of boxes of tomato sauce and spread her legs.

“Bring that thing over here, baby,” she
said.

I shuffled toward her. It was hard to move
with my jeans at my ankles. My eyes were locked on her pussy, like
it was my target. She held her hand out to catch my dick and it
glided smoothly into her palm.

I tried to get a look at her pussy before she
blocked my view with her hand and my dick. Her mouth was open and
she was breathing hard. Her knees hooked around my hips. She looked
up to my eyes with a sneaky smile on her lips. Her hand stroked the
length of my dick slowly.

“Now go slow baby. Don’t push too hard, ok?”
she said.

I nodded. My throat was too tight to speak. I
was just trying to let it sink in. My dick was about to go into a
real pussy.

I leaned forward a bit. Tina winced.

“Go slow baby. That’s a big cock and it’s
going to hurt,” she said.

I nodded. I didn’t know my dick was going to
cause her pain. It didn’t seem fair. Her pussy was warm and moist
and I was feeling the most exquisite pleasure of my life. She
should feel pleasure too, not pain.

I pressed my hips forward as gently as I
could. Tina groaned and squeezed her eyes shut. I actually saw my
dick slide into her pussy. It only went in an inch before she put
her hand on my belly and pushed and I stopped.

“God damn that’s a lot of cock, Jamie. I
don’t know if I can take the whole thing,” she said.

“I’ll go slower. It won’t hurt, I swear. I’ll
just-” I started to say before the phone rang.

We turned to look at it at the same time. The
only noise was the low murmur of the tv, and the sharp ring of the
phone cut through the shop like an air raid warning.

“Shit,” Tina said.

“Let it ring,” I said.

I put my hands around her hips. The last
thing I wanted to do now was stop. I had waited so long to get my
dick in a pussy, and I was so close. If we quit now, how long would
I have to wait before I got that close again?

“Let me up. I got to get it,” Tina said.

 

She shoved me in the chest. She wasn’t really
strong enough to move me, especially from that position. I backed
up anyway, and let my dick slip out of her pussy. The first inch or
so was wet with her juices. She hopped off the boxes and ran to the
front counter to answer the phone, still naked from the waist down.
I was certain it was an order for a pizza, so I pulled my jeans up
and had to bend my hard dick down at a difficult angle to put it
away.

Ricky got back while she was still on the
phone. He sat down in the chairs by the front window. If he had
come to the front counter, he probably would have seen that Tina
had no pants on.

I finished washing my hands when she brought
the order back.

“Two large,” she said.

I took the green and white slip of paper and
started making the pizza. She walked past me to the back of the
shop and picked up her jeans. With a lump of warm, soft pizza dough
in my hands, I watched out of the corner of my eye while she bent
over and pulled the tight jeans up over her nice ass. When she
turned around, she saw me looking at her. She smiled, but the way
she smiled was just a half-smile with her head tilted a bit to the
side and a brief shrug with her shoulders, like she was telling me
she was sorry we didn’t get to finish.

She walked past me again to the front counter
to chat with Ricky. Her soft ass brushed mine in the narrow space
and I closed my eyes for a second. My dick strained against my
jeans so hard it hurt. No one was more sorry that we didn’t get to
finish than me.

 


* * * *

 


Last Thursday was the day I nearly got lucky
with Hannah. It started out as a weird day and just got stranger. I
got up on time that morning to take a shower before school, which
was odd in itself. I had stayed up late the night before playing
video games with Mark, so I expected to sleep through my alarm. I
was just glad I had enough time to catch the bus so I wouldn’t have
to beg Mom for a ride.

I grabbed my towel and was headed for the
shower. I stopped outside the bathroom door, looking down the hall
at the door to Mom’s bedroom. It was open. I remembered when I was
a kid and I would climb into bed with her in the morning and
snuggle to stay warm.

My penis started to grow hard and hung out
the leg of my shorts. I took a few nervous, anxious steps toward
her room. I hung my towel on the stairway railing. I stopped
outside her bedroom door, pushed it open a bit more, and gasped.
Mom wasn’t alone in bed. She was naked, only half covered with a
sheet. If I hadn’t been so shocked I would have taken more time to
stare at her boobs. But lying beside her was Danielle, also
completely naked, and not covered with a sheet.

I swallowed hard. That was the last thing I
expected. I didn’t know what to think, and I had a hard time
tearing my eyes from the sight of their beautiful naked bodies
lying side by side. Never in my life would I have imagined that Mom
was having sex with her best friend. Just the idea of it made my
cock harder.

I went to school that morning with a rock
hard cock in my jeans, hoping no one would notice. I took my jacket
with me, even though it was a hot day, just to have something to
hide the bulge. It was difficult to concentrate on anything that
morning. We had a short test in geometry, and I was pretty sure I
flunked it. Every time the image of Mom and Danielle naked in bed
popped into my head, my dick throbbed and got a little harder.

Allie must have figured out my secret. Either
that or she was just really horny that morning. She sat a couple of
tables away from me in third hour biology, which was just before
lunch. Mrs. Pena was talking about dissecting frogs, which was
boring as hell, anyway. I was looking for anything more
interesting, anything to distract me from the uncomfortable
pressure of my hard cock straining against the leg of my jeans.

That was when I saw Allie grinning at me. I
smiled at her and looked away. The frog dissection was no less
boring than before. When I looked at Allie again, she was still
grinning at me. I rolled my eyes. Great. That was all I needed.

By lunch time I was starving. Carrying a
heavy cock in my jeans all morning took a lot of energy. I opened
my locker and grabbed my lunch. Mark was at his locker beside mine,
but he didn’t have his lunch.

“Mark, where’s your lunch?” I said, and held
up my brown paper bag, as if to remind him what a lunch looked
like.

He dumped his books in his locker and slammed
it shut.

“Not today, dude. My girlfriend’s taking me
out to lunch.”

“Girlfriend? Since when do you have a
girlfriend?” I said, but he had already run off to the stairs.

I sighed and stared at my lunch bag. It just
wasn’t the same if I didn’t have him to hang out with. We ate lunch
together every day since the day we met in seventh grade. Now all
of a sudden he had a girlfriend who took him out to lunch.

I headed for the cafeteria, the only place I
could really go if I was going to eat my lunch on my own. I was
passing the senior’s lunchroom when Hannah and Allie caught up to
me, one on either side.

“Hey Jamie. Whatcha got for lunch?” Hannah
said.

“Not much. Just a bologna sandwich. What
about you?” I said.

“I didn’t bring lunch today,” she said.

“Me either,” Allie said. She was still
grinning at me.

“Aren’t you hungry?” I said.

“We got to stay in shape for cheerleaders,”
Hannah said.

“Kristin Zeno is such a bitch,” Allie said,
and shook her head.

“Yeah, she’ll kick us off the squad if we
don’t stay thin,” Hannah said.

“Can she do that?” I said.

The girls looked at each other. Allie
shrugged.

“I don’t know. I guess so,” Hannah said.

I stopped at the door to the cafeteria, where
other kids were going in and coming out.

“You guys can join me if you want. I mean, if
you don’t mind watching me eat,” I said.

The girls looked at each other again.

“Actually Jamie, we were wondering if you’d
like to hang out with us for lunch,” Hannah said.

Allie was still grinning, but it had become
sly and devilish, like she was keeping a secret.

“Sure, I guess. Where do you want to go?” I
said.

“The cheerleader’s room. Come on,” Hannah
said.

She grabbed my arm and dragged me own the
hall back the way we had just come.

The cheerleader’s room was just a small
changing and storage room down a side hall from the gym. It had
lockers and a bench seat and a tiny office with a locked door.
Hannah had a key and let us in.

“You just want to hang out here?” I said,
looking around. It was small and cramped, and an odd place to have
the girls watch me eat my lunch. But then, a lot of odd things were
happening that day.

“Well ... Allie told me a secret,” Hannah
said.

I looked at Allie and her face turned bright
red. I began to believe these girls had something up.

“What’s your secret?” I said.

“I saw your hard on,” Allie said.

She covered her mouth with her hand and
pointed to the front of my jeans.

I moved my jacket aside to look at my bulge,
as if I hadn’t realized it was there. The girls eyes got wide.

“Yeah. It’s been hard all day,” I said.

“Wow. Can we see it?” Hannah said. She was
staring at my bulge.

I started trembling. I should have seen that
coming, but it caught me by surprise. It was a silly question. Of
course I would let them se it.

“Sure. But let’s close the door,” I said.

Hannah pulled it shut and the small room
became very quiet. They stood in front of me, watching my hands
unbuckle my belt and pull down my zipper. I reached in and pulled
it out and sighed. It felt good to finally release it from the
tight constraint of my jeans.

“Oh my,” Hannah said.

Allie just stared with her mouth open.

“Do you like it?” I said.

“I forgot how big it is,” Hannah said.

She didn’t ask if she could touch it. She
just put her hand around it and started rubbing. Allie did the
same. I groaned. I had both girls hands moving up and down on my
cock and my knees got weak. I took a step backward and sat down on
the bench, where both of them probably sat to put on their
cheerleader uniforms. They sat down with me, one on either side,
never letting go of my cock.

“Who are you fucking with this thing now?”
Hannah said.

I hesitated. She looked from my cock to my
face like she was waiting for my answer.

“I, uh ... I haven’t ... fucked anyone with
it,” I said.

Hannah laughed. “Are you serious? I thought
you fucked all the girls.”

“Why?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know. Some of them
talk like they fucked you.”

“Really?” I said.

“Yeah, for real. Wait ‘til they find out
you’re a virgin.”

“Wait. I didn’t mean ...” I tried to say.

“Wow. A virgin. I never met a virgin before,”
Allie said. She was staring at me with wide eyes like a fascinated
child.

“Shut up stupid. You are a virgin,” Hannah
said.

“Oh yeah,” Allie said, and giggled.

Hannah gasped.

“Oh my God. Do you know what this means?” she
said.

“No. What?” I said. Allie shook her head.

“It means I get to be your first. I get to be
the first one to fuck you.”

“What?” I said.

Hannah stood up and let go of my cock. Its
weight was too much for Allie and pulled her small hand over to the
side.

“Let’s do it right now. Allie, you watch the
door,” Hannah said.

“Wait a minute,” I said.

“Why me?” Allie said in a whiny voice.

“Because you’re a virgin. I already did this
once with Patrick, so I know what I’m doing.”

“Wait a minute. We can’t ...” I started to
say.

But my protest vaporized when Hannah unzipped
her jeans and pushed them down. My eyes bulged out. She was wearing
tiny pink panties with frilly straps that went around her hips. It
looked like she really meant it. How could I have a problem with
that?

Allie stood at the door with her hand on the
knob, watching us. I was shaking. Was that from fear or excitement?
I was supposed to be eating my lunch and getting ready for my next
class. I couldn’t remember what hour it was. I did remember being
hungry enough to eat a cow. That didn’t seem to matter anymore.
Nothing mattered right at that moment except that Hannah was
standing in front of me nearly naked from the waist down, and I had
a huge erection that couldn’t wait to see the rest of her
naked.

Hannah kicked her shoes off and lifted her
feet out of her jeans, which were bunched around her ankles. Then
she slipped her pink panties off her hips and down her legs.

“Oh God yes,” I said with a groan.

She smiled at me and put her hands on her
bare hips.

“You like the way I look?” she said.

“Yeah. You look hot.”

She put one hand on my shoulder and her other
hand around my cock and stroked it.

“I’m not sure how we’re going to do this. I
guess we’ll have to do it this way, with me on your lap,” she
said.

But it sounded like she was asking me a
question. Was I supposed to give her an answer? What the hell did I
know? She was the one who had done this before.

“Sure. Just like that,” I said, like I knew
what I was talking about. I wasn’t about to say anything that would
change her mind.

She lifted a leg over my lap. I put my hands
on her hips like I was spotting for a gymnast. The head of my cock
poked her soft ass and brushed the inside of her thigh.

“You want to check out my tits?” she said,
and pulled her shirt up. “They’re getting bigger every day.”

I stared at her bare boobs, only inches from
my face. She had tiny pink nipples that were hard points aimed at
me. She reached down between her legs and grabbed my cock. She had
to lean forward, and pressed her boobs into my face. Almost like it
was an instinct, I opened my mouth and licked her hard nipple.

“Ooo that’s nice. Are you sure you never did
this before?” she said.

I was going to answer, but I ever got the
chance. She slipped the head of my cock between her warm, moist
pussy lips and I couldn’t do anything more than groan.

She put both hands on my shoulders. She was
biting her lower lip and her face was all scrunched up, like she
was in pain. She bent her knees to lower herself on my cock, but
flinched and let out a soft yelp.

“Wow. It’s pretty big,” she said.

Her body started trembling in my hands. She
tried it again and bent her knees slightly. The head of my cock
pushed between her pussy lips and I held my breath, waiting for the
delicious feel of her tight pussy sliding down over the length of
my cock. Instead, she flinched again and let out a louder yelp.

She stood up. My cock brushed against her
thigh again. She smiled at me, but it was a nervous and uncertain
smile, and she was still shaking in my hands.

“How about if I just give you a blowjob?” she
said, and lifted her leg from over my lap.

“Are you sure?” I said.

I tried to hold onto her and not let her get
away. I wanted her to try again. I was sure she could do it. Didn’t
she know she was probably my best chance to have sex, ever?

She nodded, still smiling.

“I think maybe you’re a little too big for
me,” she said.

I shook my head, as if to plead with her. I
wanted to beg her to tell me that wasn’t true. That was the worst
possible thing I could hear.

Hannah crouched in front of me and put both
hands around my cock. But I didn’t want her to give me a blowjob.
What was the point of that?

“Hurry up Hannah. I want to suck it too,”
Allie said.

Hannah’s nervous smile had disappeared.
Instead, she was staring at the head of my cock with a distraught
look in her eyes. I wanted to close my eyes and shake my head. It
was a look that was becoming more familiar. Was I forever going to
get the reaction from girls that they were suddenly afraid they had
got themselves into more than they wanted?

She leaned forward with her mouth open like
she was going to suck my cock into her mouth, then backed away and
smiled again.

“How about if I jerk you off? That would be
ok, wouldn’t it?” she said.

The door swung open and the knob was yanked
out of Allie’s hand. She nearly fell over. Hannah and I turned to
see who had opened the door. My heart stopped. We were busted.

But it wasn’t a teacher.

“Kristin,” Hannah said, with horror in her
eyes.

Of course, it was the head cheerleader, the
bitch that they mentioned earlier. She must have been a senior. And
she might have been pretty, except for the evil, angry look on her
face.

“What in God’s name is going on here?” she
shouted.

“Nothing. I mean ...” Hannah started to say.
She stood up and looked around on the floor for her jeans.

“Are you having sex in here?” Kristin
said.

She was staring right at my erection. Was it
so hard for her to figure out?

“No. Not really. I mean ...” Hannah said,
still stammering.

She found her jeans and picked them up, but
held them over her naked lower half like she couldn’t figure out
how to put them on.

“I ought to kick you off the squad. Having
sex with a boy in our own locker room. How could you? This is not
the behavior for good Christian girls,” Kristin said.

Allie had disappeared. Hannah was so
flustered she put her jeans on backwards and had to start over.

“You,” Kristin said, pointing at me with her
finger like it was a dagger. “I don’t know who you are but you
better get out of here right now. I don’t ever want to see your
face around my girls.”

She didn’t have to tell me twice. I stood up
and yanked up my jeans and I was just happy to get out of there. It
wasn’t until I was down the hall that I realized I left my lunch on
the bench. I was still starving, but I wasn’t going back to get it.
And I still had a heavy hard on hanging down the leg of my
jeans.

I took better care to hide it. My first class
after lunch was Mythology, and we watched the second part of the
stupid movie we started the day before. I sat at the back of the
room and put my jacket over my lap.

It was a relief to hide myself away and not
have to worry about someone finding out my secret, at least for a
little while. The bad thing though, was that it gave me time to
think about what just happened, and it got me down.

How many times would I have to get rejected
by girls because they didn’t like my size? It wasn’t fair. They all
got so excited when they found out I had eleven inches of cock, but
when they had it in their hands they suddenly got all scared and
didn’t want anything to do with me.

I was so wrapped up in feeling sorry for
myself that I didn’t notice the girl who came to the door with a
pass. Mr. Longely brought it to the back of the room and handed it
to me. I tried to read the hand writing in the low light from the
tv screen at the front of the room. It was from Mrs. Volqueri. I
rolled my eyes. I was busted for sure.

The girl from the office was ahead of me in
the hall. I stayed behind her, holding my jacket over my front. It
had to be Kristin. She must have reported me to Mrs. Volqueri.

Hannah was just coming out of the office when
I got there. She didn’t say anything as I passed her. She wouldn’t
even look me in the eye. I was glad to see she at least got her
jeans on the right way.

I sat across from the secretary’s desk to
wait until Mrs. Volqueri was ready to see me. I closed my eyes. How
was I going to tell Mom that I got suspended for fooling around
with Hannah in the cheerleader’s locker room?

The worst part was that I was going to get
suspended for something that never happened. It made me so angry
and frustrated that my hard on withered away. By the time Mrs.
Volqueri called me into her office I was totally defeated and my
shoulders were slumped.

“Have a seat, James. I’ll be with you in a
second,” she said.

She was sitting behind her desk, writing on
papers. The secretary was standing beside her with a stack of
papers in her hand. They passed papers to each other and Mrs.
Volqueri wrote things on them.

They did that for several minutes, long
enough for me to get real nervous and uptight.

The secretary collected all the papers and
smiled at me on her way out. Mrs. Volqueri sat back in her chair
and laced her fingers together.

“James, I think you know why I called you
here,” she said.

“Yes ma’am.”

“Would you like to explain what you had in
mind when you took Hannah into the cheerleader’s store room?”

I wasn’t sure where to start. The truth
worked out well with Mom last time. Maybe it would work with Mrs.
Volqueri, too. I let out a sigh. Before I even started, the whole
story sounded crazy in my head.

“Well ... I was going to eat my lunch because
I was starving. That was when Hannah and Allie found me. So Allie
said she saw that I was, you know ... hard.”

“Allie was there?” she said.

“Yeah. She’s in Biology with me in third
hour. I think that’s when she saw my ... saw me hard.”

“James, why were you so aroused at eleven
o’clock in the morning?”

“It happens. I’d rather not talk about it,” I
said.

My face got warm and I squirmed in the chair.
It would have been easy to tell her about seeing Mom naked in bed
with Danielle, but I didn’t want her to know about that.

Mrs. Volqueri nodded.

“Why did you take the girls to the
cheerleader’s store room?”

“That was Hannah’s idea. I didn’t know they
had their own room.”

“But once you got Hannah, I mean Hannah and
Allie there, you intended to engage her in sexual intercourse,
isn’t that right?” Mrs. Volqueri said.

“I swear, I didn’t know what was going to
happen. I was just happy to let my cock out because ...”

I stopped when I realized I had said the word
cock in front of her. She didn’t look too upset, though.

“Because why?” she said.

I cleared my throat. “Because it was starting
to hurt.”

“I see. How long had you been aroused?”

“All morning.”

“Before or after you got to school?”

“Before,” I said.

She nodded. “Were you planning to have sex
with both girls in that room?”

“I wasn’t planning anything. Hannah was the
one who decided she wanted to fuck me when she found out I’m a
virgin,” I said in a loud, angry tone. Mrs. Volqueri’s eyebrows
arched and I realized I might have said too much.

“And how did this happen?”

I rolled my eyes. “It didn’t. She wouldn’t do
it. She said I was too big. She said it hurt too much.”

Mrs. Volqueri sat forward.

“Are you saying you never actually had sex
with Hannah?”

I nodded. “She wouldn’t do it. She asked if I
wanted a blowjob instead, then she wouldn’t even do that.”

She wrote some things in a notebook and the
room was quiet. When she finished, she put her pen down and pushed
her chair back.

“I should let you know that I’ve decided to
suspend Hannah for two days. It’s mainly because she lied to me and
tried to blame the whole thing on you. In fact, she never mentioned
that Allie was involved. I may have to suspend her as well. I
haven’t decided what to do with you just yet, but I have to be
honest, I’m leaning toward suspending you as well.”

Her eyes glanced down at my lap and I thought
I saw a smile start to form on her lips.

“Tell me James. Are you aroused right now?”
she said.

“Uh ... no,” I said, but her directness was
making my dick stiffen in my jeans in a hurry. I squirmed in the
seat to try to hide it.

Mrs. Volqueri sat back in her chair and let
her legs spread. Her short skirt rose up her legs and I couldn’t
help looking up under it.

“I really enjoyed watching you masturbate for
me last time. Would you consider doing it again?” she said.

“I guess,” I said with a shrug.

I was suddenly very nervous. My dick, though,
must not have been nervous at all. It quickly got rock hard again
and stretched down the leg of my jeans.

Mrs. Volqueri’s fingers touched her thigh,
and actually pulled the skirt up higher. I could see the crotch of
her panties.

“I’ll make a deal with you, dear. I’ll knock
your two day suspension down to three days of detention if you let
me watch you do it again,” she said.

“Can you do that?”

“I’m the Vice Principal. I can do
anything.”

She smiled and I smiled back. I didn’t care
if she suspended me or sent me to detention or kicked me out of
school completely. I would have jerked off for her if she just
asked.

“Can you give Hannah detention too?” I
said.

She chuckled. “I’m afraid I can’t do that.
She’s being suspended because she lied to me and tried to put the
blame on you. I will, however, give Allie three days of detention.
She can join you after classes.”

I shrugged. That was fine. It didn’t matter
to me. But a deal was a deal, so I started to unbuckle my jeans.
Mrs. Volqueri arranged some papers on her desk and wrote some
things in her book like she was getting ready for a school board
meeting. I pushed my jeans down to my knees to let my cock out, and
it stood straight up.

“Goodness. I forgot how big it is,” Mrs.
Volqueri said. She put her pen down and pushed her chair back. “How
did you get to have such an oversized cock?”

“Just lucky, I guess.”

“Today I’m the one who’s lucky,” she
said.

She pulled her skirt all the way up her legs
to the top of her panties and slipped her hand in. My mouth fell
open. I couldn’t believe she did that right in front of me. My cock
throbbed and I wrapped my hand around it.

We were quiet for a long time. Her eyes were
glued to my cock and my eyes were locked on her crotch, where I
could see her fingers moving under her panties. My own hand moved
slowly up and down on my cock, ad it felt really good to watch her
do it to herself at the same time. I was about to shoot my stuff
all over her desk hen the door opened and the secretary came
in.

I scrambled to cover my cock, but it was too
late. She already got a good look at it. She was standing in the
doorway, watching it bob and swing while I tried to pull my jeans
back up.

“Nora, have you met James?” Mrs. Volqueri
said.

She calmly pulled her hand out of her panties
and pulled her skirt down. Nora smiled at me.

“This must be the young man you were telling
me about. I have to say, you’re more impressive than Evelyn told
me.”

“Thanks,” I said.

I was hunched over, holding my jeans up,
trying to cover my cock. My face got warm.

“Nora, you’re embarrassing the young man,”
Mrs. Volqueri said.

“I’m sorry. Mr. Baran is here to see
you.”

“Really? Did he say why?”

“He said he has the vouchers for you to
sign.”

Mrs. Volqueri rolled her eyes and made a
disgusted sound.

“Jesus. Not this again. I’m probably going to
have to blow him if I ever want to get this thing resolved. Tell
him I’ll see him in a minute.”

Nora nodded and backed out. She smiled at me
again and glanced at my cock before she closed the door. Mrs.
Volqueri let out a big sigh.

“I’m sorry about this James. I hope you don’t
mind if we finish this another time. I’m afraid I need to talk to
this person today,” she said.

“I don’t mind,” I said, and pulled up my
jeans.

She watched me from her chair with a faint
grin on her lips.

“Just remember not to let that thing get you
in trouble anymore,” she said.

“I’ll try.”

On the way out I passed the man in the suit
she was supposed to talk to. He went right into her office like he
had something urgent on his mind. I tried to imagine Mrs. Volqueri
giving him a blowjob, but couldn’t picture it in my head.

“Bye James,” Nora said from her desk behind
the counter.

“Bye,” I said with a quick wave.

I lingered for a second before I left. The
way she was smiling at me should have made me uncomfortable. For
some reason, though, I wasn’t. Actually, I was looking forward to
seeing her again.

I took the bus home again after school. By
then my erection had finally gone away, mostly I think because I
was so bored in History, my last class of the day. I might have
liked History more if it weren’t for Mr. Fishback’s droning,
monotone voice.

Mom wasn’t home yet, and the driveway was
clear. I put on some shorts and my good basketball shoes and went
out to shoot hoops. I shot for a while until I got hungry, then
went in to make a sandwich and a glass of milk. I should have
started on my homework so I wouldn’t be up all night getting it
done, but I didn’t feel like doing it. Besides, it was about two
more hours before Mom got home, and I wanted to shoot more
hoops.

I had soaked my shirt with sweat when the
middle school bus stopped at the corner and dropped off the kids. I
didn’t pay attention, so I didn’t see Theresa until she was
standing at the end of the driveway with a backpack over her
shoulder and a smirk on her lips.

“Hi Jamie,” she said.

“Hey Theresa. What are you doing here?”

“I told my Mom I was going to Regan’s house
after school. Don’t tell her I came here, ok?”

“Sure. I don’t care,” I said with a shrug.
“What do you want to do?”

“Can I jerk you off again?” she said, and her
head tilted to the side.

I stared at her.

“Are you serious?” I said.

She lowered her backpack from her shoulder,
unzipped the side pouch and pulled out a DVD.

“My cousin gave me one of her brother’s porno
movies. Want to watch it with me?”

I chuckled. That was a stupid question.

“You know it,” I said.

She followed me into the house. My dick was
already starting to get stiff and stretched the front of my shorts.
I held the door open to let her go in ahead of me. Her hot ass was
squeezed into her tight jeans and I rolled my eyes. How did I get
so lucky?

“Is your Mom home?” Theresa said.

“No. She gets home after five.”

“That’s cool.”

We stood there for a few moments without
speaking. It was a little awkward. I didn’t know what to say. I
wasn’t used to being alone in the house with a girl, especially one
who had just asked if she could jerk me off.

In my head I could hear Mom telling me to
stay away from Theresa because I could get in a lot of trouble.
There was another voice in my head, though, that was telling me to
get her jeans off and fuck her hard because it would feel so good
and that was all that mattered.

As if it could hear the urgency of that
voice, my dick throbbed and got harder in my shorts.

“Uh ... Let’s go watch it in my room,” I
said.

“Cool,” she said with a pleasant smile.

I smiled back and she started up the stairs
ahead of me. I watched her ass shake side to side and closed my
eyes and swallowed hard. How long would that smile last if she knew
how badly I wanted to stuff my cock between those beautiful ass
cheeks?

In my room, she gave me the DVD and sat on my
bed. I put it in the Playstation.

“I usually like to watch my Dad’s Star Wars
DVD’s,” I said.

“I love those movies. They’re so corny,”
Theresa said.

“Yeah,” I said with a chuckle.

I didn’t want her to see that I was a little
offended that she thought they were corny. Those movies were my
favorites. But I also didn’t want her to think I was a dork.

I sat on my bed next to her. She had her legs
crossed and I felt really awkward, although I didn’t know why. She
had seen my cock before, and had even jerked me off already, so I
don’t know what the big deal was. But I sat with my legs crossed,
too, and bent over a little like I was trying to hide what she
already knew I had in my shorts.

The movie started with a woman giving a guy a
blowjob. They were next to a swimming pool in someone’s back yard.
She was wearing a striped bikini and had really curly blonde hair.
I didn’t see much of the guy except for his dick, which was a
pretty good size. The woman was moaning and moving her head up and
down really fast and slobbering and licking his cock. She even
sucked his hairy balls.

“Wow. She’s really getting into it,” Theresa
said.

“Yeah. Haven’t you seen this before?”

“No. My cousin just gave it to me. She said I
would think it’s pretty cool.”

“Yeah.” I said.

My shorts were getting very tight and
uncomfortable. I had to uncross my legs. As soon as I did, my cock
poked out under the leg of my shorts and slithered down my leg to
my knee. Theresa stared at it with wide eyes.

“It looks like she enjoys doing that,” she
said, pointing to the woman on the tv screen.

Her head was bobbing on the guy’s dick,
taking it deep into her mouth. Theresa licked her lips and looked
at my cock again.

“Yeah,” I said.

“I mean, I didn’t know girls were supposed to
like doing that, you know, sucking a guy’s dick. I thought they
only did it for the guy because he liked it.”

“Yeah, I guess,” I said.

On the tv, the guy in the lawn chair shot his
cum in the woman’s mouth and on her face and in her curly blonde
hair. She looked delighted by it and licked it of her fingers.
Theresa stared at the tv with her mouth open.

The next scene started with a different man
and woman on a bed. They were naked and she was on top of him,
riding his cock like she was on a horse.

Theresa’s hand reached across and touched my
hard cock where it stuck out of my shorts. I let out a sigh. The
action on the screen didn’t even matter to me. Not much did, as
long as Theresa’s hand was on my cock.

“That looks like it feels good, too,” she
said.

I had closed my eyes, enjoying the feel of
her warm hand moving back and forth on my hard shaft. When I opened
them, the couple on the tv had changed positions. The woman was on
her hands and knees, and the guy was kneeling behind her.

“I bet it does feel good,” I said.

She just nodded. Her eyes were fixed to the
tv screen.

“You want to try it?” I said.

“What?”

“You want to try it?”

“Try what?”

“That. We can see how good it feels,” I said,
and pointed at the tv screen.

She laughed. “No way. Are you crazy? You’re
way too big for me, Jamie. Besides, I’m a virgin and I have to stay
that way.”

“So am I,” I said with a big sigh.

“I know.”

“How do you know?”

She shrugged. “I just know. Anyway, I’m
saving myself for Nathaniel Palmer. One day he’s going to ask me to
marry him, and on our wedding night he’s going to take my
virginity. I’m saving it for him.”

Her fingers wrapped around my shaft and
pumped slowly. I let out another long breath. Nate’s future was
looking pretty good. My own future was looking more and more
lonely.

I leaned back on my bed with my arms and
watched her small hand rubbing my dick. She was looking from it to
the tv and back. The next scene had started, and it was with a man
and a woman in a shower. He was holding her leg up and they were
doing it standing up. She had really big boobs that jiggled and
shook. They reminded me of Mom’s big, soft boobs, and I liked the
thought of doing it with her in the shower like that, maybe one
morning before I had to leave for school and she had to leave for
work.

“You want to touch me?” Theresa said.

“Huh?” I said, and shook my head like she had
woken me in the middle of a great dream.

She leaned back on the bed like I was and
spread her legs.

“Go ahead. You can touch me if you want. Just
be careful because, you know, I’m a virgin and all of that,” she
said.

I looked down between her legs. Her jeans
were tight over her crotch. Most of her belly was exposed, below
her belly button. Was she serious? I looked into her eyes to see if
she really meant it, and she was smiling at me, but it was just the
corners of her mouth that were turned up, and her eyes were
half-closed, like she was waiting for me to do something. As if for
an invitation, she unbuttoned her jeans.

I didn’t wait for her to say no. At the same
time, I couldn’t believe I was actually doing this. My hand was
shaking. I touched her warm, soft belly just above her unbuttoned
jeans and I thought I was going to pass out.

I pushed my hand down the front of her jeans.
My fingers touched the waistband of her panties. She bit her lower
lip and stared into my eyes. I slipped my fingers under the elastic
band. I expected to feel more hair, like I had, but she barely had
any between her legs. I pushed my hand deeper and felt around,
although I didn’t know what I was feeling for. I pushed my hand a
little deeper and she gasped.

“Not so rough, Jamie. That hurts,” she
said.

“Sorry,” I said.

My hand was frozen in its spot, trapped
between her legs in her jeans. I wasn’t sure if she wanted me to
pull my hand out or not. But she wiggled her butt and moaned.

“Have you ever done this before?” she
said.

I shook my head. I was a little embarrassed
to admit that her private parts were completely unfamiliar to me.
She pulled down the zipper of her jeans and slipped her hand into
her panties over mine.

“Use your middle finger right there. Just rub
it in circles,” she said.

She manipulated my middle finger into her
soft, warm crease. I felt a small bump and when I pressed on it she
gasped and squeezed my wrist.

“Jamie, be gentle,” she said.

“I will.”

That little bump had a pretty significant
effect on her. I rubbed it gently, in small circles with my middle
finger, just like she told me. It must have worked because she
closed her eyes and moaned.

Her hand worked back and forth on my cock at
the same time. On the tv was another scene of a man having sex with
two women. But the look on T’s face was much more interesting.

“Jamie?” she said.

“Yeah?”

“You want to try something?”

“What?”

“You want to pretend like we’re married?” she
said.

I stopped working my finger between her
legs.

“How do we do that?”

“We’ll pretend like we’re married and like
we’re having sex, only we’ll keep our clothes on.”

“Oh,” I said.

“We can pretend like we want to have a baby,
so we’re going to have sex. What do you think about that?” she
said.

“That’s all right with me. What do you want
to do?”

“How about if you lay down and I’ll get on
top of you, just like they’re doing,” she said, and pointed to the
tv.

The guy who was doing it with the two girls
was on his back on the bed, and one of the girls was on top of him,
rocking up and down, with her hands on his chest.

“All right,” I said.

I didn’t know what fun it would be, but I was
willing to try it, if only for her sake. The only thing was that I
had to pull my hand out of her jeans, and she let go of my
cock.

I laid down on my bed with my pillow under my
head. My shorts were holding my hard cock against my leg, but just
barely. T waited for me on her knees at the foot of the bed. She
hadn’t bothered to zip up her jeans, and I could see her pink
panties.

She crawled up and swung her legs over my
waist. Her knees were on either side of my hips. She sat up
straight, and her warm crotch pressed on my hard lump. I groaned
and tried not to make it sound too loud. That was the best
feeling.

She licked her lips and started rocking back
and forth slowly. I had to clench my jaws together. I put my hands
on her thighs and squeezed tight. She was panting. Her mouth was
open and her chest rose and fell, pushing her boobs against her
shirt. Her nipples were hard points under the fabric. I wanted to
squeeze them, just to find out what they felt like, but would she
allow me to do that?

“Oh Jamie. If we were doing it for real like
this your dick would be all the way up here,” she said in a low,
husky voice, and touched her belly.

I reached up and put one hand lightly over
her boob. She didn’t say anything or push my hand away. I rubbed it
lightly, then gave it a gentle squeeze. Still, she didn’t say
anything, so I put my other hand on her other boob and squeezed
them both at the same time. She moaned softly and pressed herself
down on my bulge, which made me moan, too.

“What do you want to do now?” she said in her
soft, breathy voice.

“Let’s do it like that,” I said, and pointed
to the tv.

She turned to look. The guy had switched to
the other girl. He was behind her, standing by the side of the bed.
The other girl was kissing her and licking her boobs.

“Ok,” T said.

She crawled off of me, and I was sorry I had
said anything, until she bent over on her hands and knees and stuck
her ass up in my direction. My cock nearly ripped through my
shorts.

I jumped off the bed like it was on fire,
moved up behind her, grabbed her hips with both hands and pulled
her back against my groin. The ridge of my cock fit perfectly
between the soft cheeks of her ass.

“Oh yeah Jamie,” she said with a sigh.

This time I made her rock with me. Her ass
felt fantastic, and my cock was sliding along her warm groove. Her
jeans had slid halfway own her ass, exposing the back of her pink
panties. It wouldn’t take much to pull her jeans the rest of the
way down and shove my cock into her pussy. Those flimsy panties
weren’t going to stop me.

I ran my hands up her sides, under her shirt,
then back down her back, and pulled her panties partway down on her
ass, so I could see most of her crack. We were rocking back and
forth real slow, and one of the springs in my bed was squeaking
like there was a mouse in the corner. I ran my middle finger along
her soft, smooth crack and pushed my hand down the back of her
jeans, under her panties.

“Jamie?” she said.

She was wiggling her butt and pushing back
against my groin.

“Yeah?”

“I want you on top of me now. I want to feel
you between my legs. That’s how we’re supposed to make a baby,” she
said.

She rolled over on her back and spread her
legs. She was smiling at me and rubbing the insides of her thighs
with her palms. My shorts had pushed up and my cock was so hard it
stuck straight out. It swayed and bobbed like it was on a spring
when I climbed between her legs. She rubbed it a few times before I
had to bend it down and lay it along the groove of her crotch. She
groaned.

“Oh God Jamie that feels good,” she said.

“Yeah, I know,” was all I could say.

What had made me feel so dumb? I hadn’t been
able to say much of anything since T and I started fooling around
like this. I rocked my pelvis against hers. My cock rubbed along
her warm crotch. She wrapped her legs around my back, and it was
the best thing I had ever felt. But all I could manage was to grunt
and groan. My vocabulary was reduced to about two or three words.
Was I going to become retarded every time I got to do this with a
girl?

T was holding me tight with her arms and legs
around me, and moaning in my ear. She was especially loudest when I
rocked her forward with my hips and pressed my cock against her
crotch. Her moans got louder and louder until she was screaming.
Her body wiggled under me like she was trying to throw me off,
except that her heels dug into my back and her hands clawed at my
shirt like she was trying to pull me down harder.

“Oh God. Oh God Jamie. I think you made me
cum,” she said with heavy, panting breaths.

Her eyes were glazed and she had a mist of
perspiration on her forehead.

“I never ... I never made a girl cum before,”
I said. I was panting, too.

T giggled. “I feel like you fucked me for
real.”

“Did it hurt?”

She shook her head and smiled real big.

“It felt great. I can’t wait to do it for
real with Nathaniel,” she said.

My satisfied grin vanished. My heart felt
like it had been crushed in my chest. I turned my face away when I
climbed out from between her legs so she wouldn’t see the hurt on
my face.

I sat on the edge of my bed, facing away from
her. My cock drooped between my legs. Why did she have to bring
that up again? Why was it so easy for other guys, and so difficult
for me?

T kicked her legs over the edge of my bed and
sat down beside me. She reached between my legs and grabbed my
dick, which had gone soft, mostly.

“What are you doing?” I said.

She pumped my dick in her fist and it quickly
grew hard again.

“I think I should learn how to give a
blowjob, don’t you? I mean, I want to be ready when the time
comes,” she said.

“You mean you want someone to practice
on?”

“Yeah. You don’t mind, do you?” she said.

I should have minded. I should have told her
Yes, I do mind, because she was just using me to practice so she
could give Nate a blowjob when he asked her out. I wanted her to
give me a blowjob because she like me, like I wanted to fuck her
because I liked her. I wanted her to like me, not Nate, but I
couldn’t resist the chance to get a real blowjob.

“No, I don’t mind,” I said.

“Cool.”

She bent over and put her mouth over the end
of my dick and I sucked in a breath. I leaned back on my arms. My
mouth was open and I think I forgot to breathe for a minute. She
had one hand around the shaft, and her head moved up and down. She
took more than just the head between her lips, and her saliva
marked the first few inches that she was able to suck. Other girls
had trouble getting just the head into their mouths. Why was it so
easy for T?

“What does your cum taste like?” she
said.

She took a break and wiped her spit off her
lips. Her other hand continued to move up and down on my shaft.

“I don’t know. I never tasted it,” I
said.

She shrugged. “It doesn’t matter. I’ll find
out.”

She started sucking again, harder and deeper,
and I groaned. She put both hands around my cock, squeezed tight,
and pumped fast. My eyes rolled back in my head. My hips lifted off
the bed and my cum burst in her mouth like a water balloon. Her
eyes got real wide and she squealed around my cock. The first shot
was too much for her to hold. Her cheeks puffed out and my cum shot
out of her mouth, all over her hands and down her chin to the front
of her shirt.

I grunted and felt the hard spasms deep in my
groin. My cum continued to fill her mouth. She kept her lips as
tight as she could around my cock, but my cum overwhelmed her and
leaked out anyway.

It finally ended and left me limp and panting
on my bed. I lifted my head to look at T. She still had her mouth
around the end of my cock, and was looking back into my eyes. She
had a sparkle in them. She also had my cum all over her hands and
face, and the front of her shirt was soaked.

“Wow Jamie. That was awesome. I love the
taste of your cum,” she said, and licked it off her fingers.

I was still panting and just staring at her.
It was like my brain had just gone numb. I couldn’t believe what
had just happened. T had just given me my first real blowjob. I was
still savoring that ecstatic joy when she stood up.

“Where are you going?” I said.

“I got to get going. I told my Mom I’d be
home for dinner, and it’s a long walk,” she said, and zipped up her
jeans.

“I, uh ... You can take my bike,” I said, and
scrambled to sit up. She couldn’t leave yet. It was too soon. We
just got started.

She smiled and touched my cheek.

“You’re sweet. But how would I explain to my
Mom how I got your bike?”

“But ... What about your shirt? You can’t go
home with it all wet like that,” I said.

She looked down at the front of her soaked
shirt.

“It’ll dry by the time I get home. I just
hope my Mom doesn’t smell your stuff on my breath.”

She picked up her backpack and I stood up,
with my dick swinging between my legs, desperately searching for
any reason to keep her there.

“Do you want to take the DVD with you?” I
said, and pushed the eject button.

T shook her head.

“You can keep it. We’ll watch next time, when
I come over for more practice.”

She gave me a quick smile and a wave, and
with one last glance at my dick, she was gone, just like that.

I flopped back onto my bed with a big sigh.
It had been a very busy day, and already the memories of what just
happened were making my dick hard again. The end of my dick was
still wet with T’s saliva. I closed my eyes and started pumping my
dick. It was going to be a long night as well.

 


* * * *

 


The school bus bounced and rocked. To the
east, the sky was just turning purple where the sun was coming up.
I could barely keep my eyes open. That was the last time I stayed
up until two in the morning to watch a soft porn movie, especially
when I had to be up at six.

The rest of the bus was quiet, except for the
noise of the engine. All the kids around me were just as subdued.
On my lap was the new issue of Hot Rod magazine, open to a picture
of Richard Petty’s 1965 Plymouth GTX, painted Petty blue. It was
too dark too read, but I didn’t have it open to read. It was open
over my lap to cover the shape of my swelling penis.

I closed my eyes. One day, when I could get
my own car, I would get a ‘65 Plymouth GTX, just like the one
Richard Petty drove, with a roll cage, twelve inch wide wheels and
a 426 Hemi. I smiled when I saw myself cruising around town in my
dream car, with the loud rumble of the exhaust, and jamming the
shifter through all four gears when I raced away from the high
school parking lot.

All the other guys with their wimpy foreign
cars would be so jealous, and all the cute girls would want to ride
with me. But there was one hot chick in particular I wanted to see
sitting next to me in my dream car, and that was Mom.

I saw myself driving to Bates, the drive-in
hamburger place. Mom was in the seat next to me. The car roared at
around 140 mph down Fenkell Avenue, and the cops didn’t even bother
to chase me. Mom was wearing her tiny bikini, and the wide safety
belts pressed down on her big, swollen boobs. She was saying
something to me, but the car was too loud.

I pulled into a spot at Bates, next to one of
the menu boards. Mom was still talking, but I still couldn’t hear
what she was saying. That was weird.

She unbuckled her safety belts and cupped her
hands under her boobs like she was fluffing them up. She spoke to
me again. I couldn’t hear what she said, but I could read her lips.
I was pretty sure she said “I want to suck your cock.”

She reached over past the tall Hurst shifter
and started to unbuckle my belt. She pulled down the zipper,
reached into my jeans and pulled out my cock.

That was when the girl arrived with a double
cheeseburger, onion rings and a Coke on a tray. That was funny. I
didn’t remember ordering. She hung the tray on the window on my
side and looked down into the car. Mom’s hand was moving up and
down on my huge cock. The girl looked at me and smiled. Her lips
moved, but I couldn’t hear her words, either. It looked like she
said “Nice cock, Jamie.”

I said thanks, and heard someone laughing
from somewhere. I looked around the car. Was someone else there
with us? Mom opened her mouth wide and sucked the head of my cock
between her moist, puffy lips.

My eyes snapped open. The brakes of the bus
squealed. It was coming to a stop in front of the high school. The
Hot Rod magazine had slipped off of my lap to the floor between my
legs. It was lighter now, and the ridge of my long, thick erection
stuck out against my leg, under my jeans.

The other kids were getting off the bus,
except for Teri and Meghan, who were looking at me over the back of
the seat in front. Both girls had big grins.

“Have a good dream, Jamie?” Meghan said.

I reached down for the magazine and covered
my lap again. The picture of Richard Petty’s GTX had a footprint on
it.

“Uh ... Yeah,” I said.

The girls giggled.

“Bye, sleepyhead,” Teri said, and they got
off the bus with the other kids.

I shook my head. My face was warm. Why did my
dick always have to get me in trouble? Now everyone was going to be
talking about me.

 


I yawned and stretched my arms over my head.
It had been a long day, and I was glad it was almost over. I stared
at the Geology book open on the table in front of me. My eyes
wouldn’t focus on the small, fuzzy words. And the library was quiet
and warm. That wasn’t helping.

I rubbed my eyes. It would feel so good to
lay my head down on the open book and close my eyes.

I looked at the clock. There wasn’t going to
be time for a nap after school. As soon as I got home, I had to get
something to eat and ride my bike to the first Driver’s Ed class.
Did that make it ironic? I shook my head to clear out the
fuzziness. I was too tired to think.

A couple of tables away was a group of girls,
three or four, I couldn’t tell. I was too tired to count that
high.

I watched the girl on the near side, who was
doing most of the talking. She looked familiar. Where did I know
her? She had long, dark hair and a great body in her tight jeans
and light green top. I especially liked the way her bra straps cut
into the flesh of her boobs and the way they jiggled when she
talked.

She laughed at something and turned to look
directly at me. My throat tightened. I looked away quickly, down at
the Geology book. Did she catch me staring at her boobs? God, I
hated when girls caught me staring. It made me feel like such a
perv.

I could still see her out of the corner of my
eye. She got up and started walking toward me. I squeezed my eyes
shut. Oh God, what was I going to do if she yelled at me in front
of the other girls? I was going to die.

“Hey,” she said.

I looked up. She was standing right in front
of my table.

“Yeah?”

“You’re Jamie, right?” she said, and her eyes
narrowed like she was suspicious.

I started to speak. My voice cracked and I
cleared my throat and started again.

“Yes ... uh, yeah.”

Then she smiled. My heart pounded harder.
What was she up to?

“Can I sit down?” she said.

She was already pulling out the chair across
the table from me. All I could do was nod. She sat down and folded
her arms on the table, which partly blocked my view of her big
boobs. I fought to keep my eyes on her face.

“You don’t remember me, do you?” she said,
and a smile spread across her lips.

“Uh ... No. Not really. I’m really sorry. I
can’t remember where I know you,” I said.

She leaned over the table and lowered her
voice, almost to a whisper. The round shape of her boobs rested on
her arms.

“My name’s Kristin. I’m the one who caught
you banging Hannah in the cheerleader’s locker room. Remember now?”
she said.

My eyes got wide and my face got pale.
Kristin must have been amused by my reaction because her grin got
bigger.

“Look, I’m real sorry about ...” I started to
say.

Instinctively, my hands went under the table
to protect my equipment.

“About what?”

I shrugged. “About ... fooling around with
Hannah in your locker room.”

She laughed. “Forget about that. Listen. My
friend and me are having a party this weekend. We want to know if
you want to come over and hang out with us.”

I stared at her. I looked over to the other
table, where her friends were looking in our direction. She had to
be kidding. I almost laughed.

“Me?” I said.

Kristin put both elbows on the table and put
her chin in the palms of her hands.

“Yeah. Just you. Are ya interested?”

I swallowed. My throat was tight, like it was
closing up. Then I did laugh, and Kristin smiled.

“Yeah. I’ll hang out. Only, I got to find out
if I have to work,” I said.

“Where do you work?”

“Ted’s Pizza.”

“Do you deliver pizzas?” she said.

“No.”

She looked puzzled.

“Why did I think you were a junior?” she
said.

“Is it because-” I started to say, but cut
myself off when I realized what I was about to say.

Kristin leaned closer over the table, with a
curious look on her face.

“Because why?” she said.

I tried to choke down my words, but it was
too late. I had no choice now but to say them.

“Because you saw my dick?”

She stared at me for a few seconds, like she
couldn’t believe what I just said. I was sure she was going to
smack me. Instead, she smiled.

“Yeah. Maybe that’s it,” she said. She tore a
corner off a page from my notebook and picked up my pen. “Here’s my
cell number. Call me when you find out if you’re working on
Saturday night.”

She got up and gave me a little wave on the
way back to her small group of friends at the other table. I stared
at the phone number written on the corner of paper. Was this really
happening to me? Was I really being invited to a party with a bunch
of girls?

When the last bell finally rang, I nearly
jumped out of my chair. The rest of my class was already waiting
and headed for the library doors. I put my notebook and stuff in my
backpack and followed them. I was still feeling jumpy. Hanging out
with girls was making me tense. It was so much easier hanging out
with Mark. He didn’t expect anything from me.

I was at my locker, hurrying to figure out
what books I needed to take home before the bus left, when Hannah
appeared.

“Hi, Jamie,” she said.

She was wearing tight jeans and a pink
t-shirt with a cartoon kitten on the front.

“Hi. What’s up?” I said.

“Did you hear?”

I closed my locker and hoisted my backpack
over my shoulder.

“Hear what?”

Hannah fiddled with the combination on the
locker next to mine.

“Kristin kicked me off the cheerleader
squad,” she said.

Her eyes were wide like it was the most
astonishing news she ever had to tell.

“Why?”

Hannah shrugged and looked at the combination
dial while she spun it.

“I guess there’s some stupid rule about not
being allowed to use the locker room to fuck. I mean, as if,” she
said and rolled her eyes.

I started walking down the hall. Hannah
walked with me.

“I just saw her and she didn’t say anything
about it to me,” I said.

Hannah stopped and stared at me.

“You just saw her? When?”

“In the library. She invited me to a
party.”

Hannah’s arms dropped to her sides and her
mouth fell open. Her eyes looked hurt and confused.

“Jamie, how could you?” she said, and ran off
the other way down the hall.

I watched her go until she turned a corner. I
shook my head. What was she so upset about?

I was the last one to get on the bus before
the doors closed and it pulled away from the curb. When I got home,
I only had a few minutes before I had to leave for my first day at
Driver’s Ed. I was sleepy and hungry and it looked like I wasn’t
going to get a nap. I put some peanut butter on a piece of bread
and folded it in half, and jumped on my bike. I had to go straight
to work after the driver’s ed class. I didn’t know when I was going
to get my homework done.

The class at Champion Driving School had
already started when I finally got there. The only desk left was in
the front row. At the front of the class was a boring looking woman
in a long skirt, reading from a book at a podium. I picked my way
through the rows of people already seated at desks, and she paused
only once to look at me over her black rimmed glasses. I smiled,
but she did not look amused.

I slipped into the desk in the front row and
glanced at the others around me. They looked bored. The only other
person I recognized was Sasha, at the back of the room. She didn’t
seem to recognize me. I rolled my eyes and let out a breath. This
was going to be a long class.

The woman at the podium kept reading from the
book. Her voice was a tedious drone. I tried to take notes, but it
was difficult to follow what she was saying. I just wanted to know
when we could get in the car and start driving.

A few times during her reading, the woman
paused and glanced right at me. She cleared her throat a couple of
times and seemed very uncomfortable. She went to the chalkboard and
wrote some things for us about basic traffic laws and stuff. Just
like when she was reading out loud, she kept glancing at me and
getting flustered. Was it because I came in late?

Finally the class ended. I had to get to
work. I was putting my notebook away, and the others were leaving
the classroom, when the lady came up to my desk and touched it with
her fingertips.

“Uh, excuse me. Your name is ...” she
said.

“Jamie,” I said.

She smiled and pushed her glasses up on her
nose.

“Hi, Jamie. I’m Mrs. Flock. Could I ask you
to stay for a minute or two after the others leave?”

“Uh, sure. I guess,” I said.

I glanced at the clock. Was she serious? Did
I have to serve detention for being late to driver’s ed?

She sat at her desk, putting books in her
case. All the other kids were gone. It was getting late and I
didn’t want to be late for work. Ted hate when I was late. I
grabbed my backpack and stood up.

“Excuse me, Mrs. Flock? I really need to get
going,” I said.

She came out from behind the desk. She had a
patient smile, and pushed her glasses up on her nose.

“I’m sorry to keep you, Jamie. I know you’re
anxious to get going. I just have a favor to ask,” she said.

I shrugged. “Sure. What?”

She cleared her throat.

“The next time you come to class, could you
sit more toward the back? Believe me, I completely understand if
you have trouble relaxing. I know that a lot of boys have that
problem, but it is very distracting,” she said.

“What is?”

“Well, um ... It’s clear that looking at me
has aroused you.”

“I’m relaxed.”

“Then what about that?” she said, and pointed
to the front of my shorts.

I looked down. She was right. I had a
good-sized bulge pushing out the front of my shorts. I could even
see the shape of my penis, like a thick snake sleeping against my
leg.

At first I was horrified that I had been
careless enough to let my penis show like that. But there was a
look in her eyes that made me think differently. Suddenly I was
feeling very bold.

“That’s not hard,” I said.

I took her hand, put it right on the bulge in
my shorts and moved it back and forth. Mrs. Flock gasped, but she
didn’t pull her hand back. My penis stiffened quickly and dropped
down the leg of my shorts. Her eyes got real big.

“Now it’s hard,” I said.

I didn’t wait for her reaction. I tossed my
backpack over my shoulder and walked out. That would probably get
me kicked out of driver’s ed, but it was worth it. Besides, Mark
was going to get his license soon. He could drive me around.

 


The pizza shop was busy, really busy that
night. That was odd for a plain old Thursday night. By the time we
were closing up at ten, I had run ragged, pulling tubs of toppings
out of the cooler, chopping vegetables and mushrooms, opening cans
of sauce, and lugging trays loaded with dough balls. I was dead
tired and couldn’t wait to get home and get my homework done so I
could go to bed.

Ted was with us the whole night. I was
working with Tina and Marie and a new guy who kept putting too much
cheese on the pizzas. I was sweeping up a bunch of the shredded
mozzarella that he spilled on the floor when Ted came over, looking
at his watch.

“Listen, Jamie. Tina’s going to give you a
ride home tonight. You can leave that. I’m going to stay late and
clean up,” he said, then turned away and walked to his office at
the back of the shop.

I leaned the broom against the counter. That
was fine with me. I looked around for Tina. She was at the front
counter, taking off her apron. She looked exhausted, too. I had
hardly spoken to her all night, or rather, she barely said a word
to me. Was she upset at me, too?

In the back of my mind, I was anxious about
what I had done with Mrs. Flock. If she told Mom, I could be in a
lot of trouble. I was also bothered by Hannah’s reaction when I
told her that Kristin had invited me to a party with her friends.
How did I keep getting in trouble with all these girls?

“Jamie? You ready?” Tina said, and tossed her
apron on the stool by the telephones.

“Yeah. I’m ready.”

I tossed my own apron on the counter and
followed her out the front door. I noticed that Marie was staying
late. That was odd, but what the hell. Better her than me.

I got in on the passenger side of Tina’s old,
rusty Toyota. I was thrilled just to be sitting next to her in her
car, even if she did not look happy to have to taxi me around. She
started the car, then looked at me. Her eyes looked weary.

“What time do you got to be home?” she
said.

“Uh ... Midnight.”

“You got a couple of hours. Want to hang
out?”

“Uh ... Sure,” I said.

That was what I said, but what I really
wanted to do was shout at the top of my lungs something like “Are
you fucking nuts? Of course I do.”

“Cool. You want to get some coffee?” she
said.

“Yeah, but ...”

“But what?”

“I should probably tell my Mom I’m going to
be home late,” I said.

Tina handed me her cell phone.

“That’s smart. Don’t make your Mom mad,” she
said.

She started driving while I dialed. Mom
wasn’t home, so I left a message on the voicemail, then handed the
phone back to Tina. I hoped that was enough. I would call again
later to make sure she got the message.

We stopped at the Jasmine House Coffee Shop,
not far from the pizza shop. I’d been there a couple of times with
Mark. Jasmine was the old Chinese woman who owned the place. She
was behind the counter with two of her three daughters, who were
stunning to look at.

I ordered a caramel macchiato and watched the
youngest daughter make it. She was so beautiful it was hard to take
my eyes off of her. I looked at her mother, who was telling them
things in Chinese. Could she have been that good looking, too, when
she was their age?

It was cool to be there with Tina, except
that she didn’t hang out with me. She met a couple of her friends
and spent the whole time hanging out with them. They were twins and
had dark hair and dark makeup around their eyes. I was hoping Tina
would bring them over and introduce me, but that never
happened.

So I enjoyed the coffee and the big, soft,
comfortable chair. I closed my eyes. It would have been easy to
fall asleep right there, and I could dream about those twin girls
with the dark hair and dark eyes climbing naked into bed with me
...

Someone shook my shoulder and I opened my
eyes. It was Tina, with an unhappy frown on her face.

“Try to stay awake, will ya? Come on. We’re
leaving,” she said and started toward the door.

I sat up. The twins were gone. I still had
about half of my coffee left. I took one big swig, burned my
tongue, and left the rest of it on the table by the big,
comfortable chair.

I had to run to catch up to her at her car. I
didn’t know why she was in a hurry, but she looked like she was in
a bad mood, so I didn’t want to bother her about it.

We drove for a little while before she turned
to me and said something.

“Can you believe that bitch?” she said.

“Who?”

“She’s sleeping with my ex-boyfriend. I can’t
believe her. She’s got a hell of a lot of nerve,” Tina said, and
steered the car like she was angry at everyone on the road.

I held onto the door handle and tried not to
let myself get too terrified. That was difficult, though, with the
way she was cutting in and out of traffic.

“I could kill her. How could she do that to
me? He is such an asshole,” she said.

I just nodded. I had no idea who she was
talking about. I just hoped that if she was going to kill anyone,
it would be this mysterious other girl and not me.

She turned the steering wheel abruptly to the
right and the car whipped into the parking lot of a party store,
with the tires squealing. She parked next to a pickup truck, shut
off the engine, and grabbed her purse.

“I got the munchies. I’m going to get some
Doritos. You want anything?” she said.

“Uh ... Yeah. Sure,” I said, and jumped out
of the car.

We went into the party store together, like
we were boyfriend and girlfriend. That would have been cool, if
anyone had been there to see us, but except for the woman behind
the counter, who was reading a magazine, the store was empty. It
was just as well. No one would believe that a hot girl like Tina
would go out with a guy like me.

The Doritos sounded good, but what I really
wanted was some Cheetos. I grabbed a bag and was standing in front
of the cooler, trying to decide between a root beer and a Mountain
Dew.

“Hey Jamie. Come over here,” Tina said.

She was on the other side of the store, all
the way down the last aisle. I grabbed an A&W root beer and
walked over to find her.

She was standing in front of the racks of
condoms and held up a black box, like the one Mom gave me.

“Are these the right size?” she said.

“For what?”

She laughed. “For you, dummy.”

She shoved the box into my hands.

“Uh ... I guess so,” I said.

“Good. Buy them,” she said and put some money
in my hand.

I looked at the condoms in my hand, then at
her. She had an annoyed expression.

“Go ahead. I want to get a couple of other
things,” she said.

I walked up to the register, where the woman
was still reading the magazine. My hands were shaking. How could
she expect me to buy condoms? I was going to die of
embarrassment.

I put the Cheetos and root beer and condoms
on the counter. The woman put her magazine down, smiled at me
briefly, and started to ring up each thing. When she got to the box
of condoms, she stopped and looked at me funny. Her eyes
narrowed.

“Aren’t you a bit young to buy condoms?” she
said.

“I’m ... old enough,” I said, and hoped she
didn’t catch my lie.

But she laughed and handed the box of condoms
back to me.

“I think these are going to be a little big
for you,” she said.

Tina came up beside me and put her stuff on
the counter.

“What’s the matter?” she said.

“She won’t let me buy these,” I said, and
held up the box of condoms.

The woman behind the counter had her fist on
her hip and a sneer on her face.

“I think your friend here wishes he was big
enough to fill out those Magnums,” she said with a chuckle.

Tina looked at me and shrugged.

“Show it to her,” she said.

“What?” the woman behind the counter
said.

“What?” I said.

“Go ahead. Make her a believer,” Tina
said.

The woman behind the counter turned her
skeptical eyes to me. One of her eyebrows arched.

My palms were sweating. My heart was
pounding. How could she expect me to just pull my dick out in front
of a stranger?

But I was strangely excited by the idea. I
had the same funny feeling that I did earlier that day when I put
Mrs. Flock’s hand on it.

I put the box of condoms back on the counter.
The woman’s other eyebrow went up. I pulled down the zipper,
reached into my jeans and pulled my dick out. It was only
half-hard. I stroked it a few times and it quickly grew to its full
length. The woman’s eyes got real big.

“Sweet Jesus,” she said.

She picked up the box of Magnums and put them
in the bag.

“Go ahead, son. This one’s on me,” she
said.

I stuffed my hard cock back into my jeans and
grabbed the bag off the counter. Tina had a smug grin on her face.
The woman grabbed her stuff and started to ring it up. Her head was
shaking.

“I feel for you, you poor girl,” she
said.

We got back in the car, and Tina was
laughing.

“Oh my God. Did you see the look on her face?
Wait ‘til I tell Marie about this,” she said.

“What did she mean when she said she felt for
you?” I said.

Tina stopped laughing and looked at me. She
still had that smug grin.

“I don’t know,” she said, and started the
car.

She drove for a while to an apartment
building on the other side of the railroad tracks. She pulled into
a parking spot, shut off the car and opened her door to get
out.

“Is this where you live?” I said, and quickly
unfastened my seat belt and opened my door to go with her.

Tina paused and looked at the apartment
building like she hadn’t noticed where they were.

“No. I live with my Mom and Dad. This is my
brother’s apartment. He lets me use it when he’s not home.”

We walked across the parking lot
together.

“For what?” I said.

Tina shrugged. “For whatever.”

I slowed a step. My heart skipped. She
continued on ahead of me. Ok, it was obvious that there could only
be one reason that she wanted me to buy condoms. I just couldn’t
believe she was serious about it, though. It was all beginning to
add up: the condoms, her brother’s apartment. The “whatever” could
only be the one thing I had dreamed about my whole life.

My head started to spin and I put my hand on
a car to hold myself up. I wanted to jump up and down with my fists
in the air and shout as loud as I could, except that I was so dizzy
I could barely stand on my own two feet.

“Jamie? Are you coming?” she said.

She stopped at the top of a short stairway up
to the door that went into the apartment building. I almost laughed
and said “Not yet,” but I just ran up the stairs.

My dick had softened after I showed it to the
woman at the party store, but it was quickly growing hard again.
With it hanging down the leg of my jeans, I had to hop up the steps
to the third floor.

Tina had a key to the apartment on her key
ring. I followed her in and she turned on the light. She tossed her
keys on the counter and went into the small kitchen area, where she
turned on another light.

“Have a seat. Make yourself at home,” she
said.

I walked into the apartment. Her brother had
a tv on a stand, a sofa and a recliner, a table in front of the
sofa, and a stereo by the window. It was bigger than my bedroom,
but not a lot different, even with the clothes on the floor and the
dirty dishes on the table. Tina stood beside me, looking at it.

“My brother is such a slob. Want a beer?” she
said, and held out a cold bottle of beer.

“Yeah. You bet,” I said, and took the
bottle.

She had another bottle in her other hand. I
was looking for a bottle opener when she twisted the cap off of her
bottle and tossed it in the trash by the refrigerator. She tilted
her beer to her mouth and took a big drink.

I twisted the cap off of my bottle and tossed
it at the trash can. It bounced off the edge and hit the floor. I
moved around Tina, scooped it up, and dropped it in the trash. Tina
hadn’t noticed, but was in the other room, by the stereo.

I took a sip of my beer and coughed. She
turned to look at me.

“What’s the matter?” she said.

I shook my head and wiped my mouth.

“I never ... had beer before,” I said.

She chuckled.

“You’re kidding. That’s so cute.”

She took another big drink of her beer and
walked over to the stereo. I left my bag of stuff on the counter
and walked over and stood beside her. She was looking through the
collection of CDs. She shook her head.

“Jesus. My brother listens to the most boring
music,” she said.

I pulled out an Ozzy Osbourne CD.

“This one’s cool,” I said.

“Don’t be stupid,” she said.

My shoulders slumped. I put the CD back. She
picked another one, opened it, and put the disc in the player. I
went over to the sofa and sat down. A second later, a Christina
Aguilera song started, and I cringed.

“That’s better,” Tina said.

She held her arms up with her bottle of beer
in one hand, swinging her hips side to side like she was dancing
with herself. I watched and took another sip of my beer. It was
bitter and tasted terrible, but I didn’t care. I was alone in a
room with a hot chick, and she was giving me a private show.

She put her beer bottle on the table in front
of the sofa.

“Watch my beer. I got to pee,” she said.

She went into the bathroom, which was next to
the door to the bedroom.

I sighed. What was I doing there? I was
beginning to think that she hadn’t brought me there to have sex
with her after all, but that she was just going to get drunk and I
was going to be late getting home.

I looked at my beer. I might as well get
drunk, too. If I wasn’t going to get laid and Mom was going to be
mad at me anyway, she couldn’t be that much more mad at me for
drinking beer. Even my dick had gone soft, as if it had given up on
any chance of some action tonight.

The toilet flushed and Tina came out of the
bathroom. She picked up her bottle of beer and flopped on the sofa
beside me. She tilted her bottle to her lips, drained the rest of
her beer, and slammed it down on the table.

“God, I love beer. You want another one?” she
said.

She hopped back up again. Her tight jeans had
dropped low on her hips, exposing the strap of her blue thong
bikini. She pulled her jeans up.

“Not for me,” I said.

I held up my bottle. I had hardly finished
half of it.

She went into the kitchen and came back with
another bottle of beer. She twisted the cap off and took a long
drink, tilting her head way back. Her boobs stretched the front of
her t-shirt like they were going to rip through it.

She lowered the bottle. A drop of beer ran
down her chin and dripped on the front of her t-shirt. She stood in
front of the sofa where I was sitting, and she was staring at me
with a funny look in her eyes.

“Jamie?” she said.

“Yeah?”

The corners of her mouth curled up. She
handed me her bottle. Now I had a beer in each hand. With her eyes
still on mine, she grabbed the bottom edge of her t-shirt and
pulled it off over her head. She had a small, gold crucifix around
her neck, that dangled between her boobs. My jaw fell open. I
nearly dropped both bottles of beer.

Her arms reached around behind her back to
unfasten her bra, and she pulled it away. My eyes locked in on her
gorgeous boobs and her hard nipples. In my jeans, my penis
twitched.

Tina dropped her bra on the floor, next to
her t-shirt.

“Jamie?” she said.

“Yeah?” I said. My voice cracked.

She ran her hands over her boobs and down her
slender waist to her hips.

“Do you like my body?”

I nodded. “Yeah.”

She climbed on the sofa with me, straddling
my lap. Her boobs swayed only inches from my face and I couldn’t
take my eyes off of them. The warmth of her crotch pressed down on
the hard bulge of my erection and I groaned.

“That’s good. I like your body, too.”

She took the beer bottles from my hands and
put them on the table. She brushed her long hair behind her ears,
put her hands on my shoulders, bent forward and pressed her lips on
mine.

My eyes bulged. I thought my heart was going
to burst. She pushed her tongue into my mouth and my dick snapped
to a full erection, like it was encouraged again and couldn’t wait
to get some action.

She reached down for my hand and put it on
her boob. My fingers squeezed her soft flesh. I moaned into her
mouth and practically went limp under her.

She rocked her hips back and forth, grinding
her warm crotch on my hard bulge, like she was giving me one of
those lap dances that Mark told me about. I was melting. If she
kept that up, I was going to cum in my jeans.

My other had slipped down the curve of her
bare back and touched the strap of her thong panties. She pulled
back and looked into my eyes. Her mouth was open and she was
breathing hard. A thin string of saliva stretched between our lips.
Her hips were still rocking back and forth.

“It’s time, Jamie,” she said in a low, husky
voice.

She climbed off of my lap and stood in front
of me. She held out her hand and helped me to my feet. She pointed
toward the kitchen.

“Don’t forget those condoms. You’re going to
need them.”

I grabbed the box of condoms from the plastic
bag that I left on the counter and followed Tina into the bedroom.
She turned on the light. The bedroom was a lot like the other room,
but with more clothes piled everywhere. The one thing I did notice
was the blanket on the bed with the big Air Force insignia in the
center.

“You ever use one of those?” Tina said.

I looked at the black box in my hand.

“Uh ... No,” I said.

I didn’t want to tell her that I did, and
that my Mom was the one who showed me how to put it on.

“Come on. I’ll help you with it. They can be
kind of tricky, especially if you got a big dick like yours.”

She sat on the bed, facing me. I wasn’t sure
what to do, so I gave her the box. She put it on the bed beside
her.

“Come here,” she said, and motioned for me to
come closer with her finger.

I stepped closer to her. I kept trying not to
stare at her boobs. The ends of her hair reached down to her
nipples.

She started to unbuckle my belt. I held my
breath. She pulled down the zipper and my jeans dropped to the
floor around my ankles. My hard cock sprung out and nearly hit her
on the nose. She giggled. I gasped.

“Oh my God. It looks bigger. Is it getting
bigger?” she said.

She put her hand around it and stroked it
slowly. I shook my head. I was trembling all over.

“I don’t know,” I said.

She shrugged.

“Doesn’t matter. We’ll check it later,” she
said.

Her hand ran back and forth along the length
of my shaft. She angled it up to her mouth and licked the head. I
groaned. She opened her mouth and let the head slip past her teeth.
Her lips closed around the shaft with a couple of inches of it in
her mouth, and her head moved back and forth slowly.

“Oh God,” I said.

I let out all the air I had been holding in.
My eyes rolled back in my head. I pumped with my hips, and that
made Tina moan. Her other hand came up and fondled my balls.

I put my hands on top of her beautiful blonde
head and pumped harder with my hips, pushing my cock deeper into
her mouth. She was drooling all over it, and I was ready to dump a
huge load of cum in her mouth, but she pulled my cock out.

“Whoa, buddy. Not so fast. We got work to do.
I don’t want you to go wasting yourself,” she said, and wiped the
drool from her mouth with the back of her hand.

She let go of my cock and it swung in front
of me. The end of it was wet with her saliva. My heart was
pounding. I thought I was going to die if she didn’t make me
cum.

She opened the box of condoms and took out
one of the packets. She tore it open.

“I hope this is going to fit, or I don’t know
what we’re going to do,” she said.

“Yeah. Me too,” I said, although I could
think of a few things.

She pinched the end of the condom between her
thumb and forefinger. She moved my cock aside to look at my balls
like she was gauging how much cum they held, and unrolled the
condom a little bit to pinch a little more between her fingers.

She placed the condom over the head of my
cock and unrolled it down the shaft. It ran out with a few inches
left. Printed near the bottom was an expiration date.

“That should work fine,” Tina said, holding
my cock and turning it side to side to examine her work.

I bit my lower lip. My cock was as hard as a
rock and strained inside the condom. It was stretched pretty tight,
like a shiny encasement. I just hoped it didn’t break.

Tina stood up. I backed up a step and my
thick, plastic-coated cock bobbed and swayed. She unbuttoned her
tight jeans, pulled down the zipper and pushed them down, wiggling
her hips to get them off.

My eyes got wide. My cock throbbed inside the
condom. She had big, beautiful boobs like those girls in Dad’s
Playboys. Her whole body was tanned, without any tan lines. She
must have tanned naked, but where? Her back yard? I would love to
see that.

Tina lay on her back on top of her brother’s
Air Force blanket and spread her legs with her knees bent up.

“Come on, Jamie. I know you’ve been waiting a
long time for this,” she said.

I pulled my shirt off and threw it on the
floor. I was shaking all over. My cock was so hard it was
aching.

I moved between her legs. The soft, smooth
insides of her thighs brushed my hips. Her wide, frightened eyes
were staring at my huge cock, which was aimed at her tiny pussy. I
leaned over her and put both hands on the mattress. Her hands
squeezed my arms, and I felt a shiver run through her small frame.
I could almost feel her blood run cold.

Tina crossed herself and said a silent
prayer, with her eyes fixed on my cock. I couldn’t hear what she
said. I could only see her lips move.

She put her hand around the end of my cock
and guided it to her pussy. It touched her warm, wet pussy lips and
she winced.

“Go slow, Jamie. I don’t know if it’s going
to fit. I never had one that big in me before.”

Her voice was just a whisper. She was
trembling, too, but I was sure it was for a different reason.

I pushed forward with my hips. Tina bit her
lower lip. Her one hand squeezed the shaft of my cock and the nails
of her other hand dug into my arm.

She was tense and sweating. I kissed her
forehead. Her teeth were clenched and bared.

“Oh my God, Jamie. That hurts. Oh God. It
hurts,” she said.

I pushed forward again, and her grip on my
arm tightened. She whimpered. I couldn’t move. What was I doing? I
wanted this so bad, but I hated to see how much pain I was causing
her. But should I stop now before I really hurt her? When would I
ever get another chance to get this far with a girl?

Tina nuzzled her face against my neck. I
could sense her feeling of helplessness. So why didn’t she tell me
to stop?

I looked down. Only a few inches of my cock
were inside her. Tina was panting and clutching my arm like she was
desperate to hold on for her life.

“Give me some more, baby,” she whispered in
my ear between her heavy, panting breaths.

“Are you sure?”

“Uh huh.”

I nodded. That was fine with me. Her
discomfort took away from the enjoyment of feeling my cock inside
her pussy. But if she wanted more ...

I leaned over her and my cock sunk slowly
into her pussy. She bit my shoulder. The head of my cock bumped up
against something like a wall inside her and she squealed in my
ear.

“That’s deep enough, Jamie,” she said.

She fell limp and panting under me with her
eyes closed. I had a little more than half of my cock inside her.
She lay that way for a few minutes, not moving. I was afraid to
move, too. I was afraid that I had killed her.

Finally, her eyes opened and she smiled at
me. Her hand touched my cheek.

“Ok, Jamie. You can start fucking me, now,”
she said.

I smiled back. This was why I had been so
patient. I pulled back and rammed my hips forward. Tina screamed
and her fingernails dug into my shoulders.

“Ow. Jamie, for God’s sake. That hurts,” she
said.

I froze. “Sorry,” I said.

“It’s ok. Just go slow and easy, ok? Real
slow.”

“Ok,” I said, and nodded.

I repeated those words over and over in my
head. Slow and easy. Slow and easy. I started pumping slow and easy
with my hips. My cock slid out of her tight pussy an inch or so,
and slid back in. Tina’s hands moved down to my hips.

“That’s it, baby,” she said.

I kept going like that, slide my cock out,
slide it back in. Once or twice I hit that wall inside her and she
winced and gasped. I eased up. It was hard to go that slow and hold
myself up over her. My shoulders were getting sore. But it was
worth it. Even with the condom, her tight, warm pussy was the most
incredible thing I could ever imagine.

Her painful cried became moans and
whimpers.

“More, baby. Do it harder,” she said in a
low, breathy voice.

I started to hump a little faster and a
little harder. Tina was moaning and crying out to God. Was she
cumming? Did girls cum? I didn’t even know.

Her big boobs jiggled and the whole bed shook
and squeaked. I looked at the back wall of the bedroom like I might
be able to see through it. Could the people in the next apartment
hear the squeaking bed, or Tina’s moans? What about the people in
the apartment below? Were they going to do anything about it?

It was too late to worry about that. I was
going to cum. I pounded my cock into Tina’s pussy as hard and as
fast as I could. She was screaming and twisting under me. I was
drooling at the sight of her like that. I never knew a girl could
look so hot when she was cumming.

“Oh motherfucker,” I shouted.

My hips bucked harder into her, and I was
cumming. Tina cried out, but I could barely hear it. The only thing
I could sense was my cock pulsing and jerking, and my cum rushing
through my groin like a freight train at high speed.

That was when something funny happened. Tina
must have felt it first, because her eyes snapped open.

“What was that?” she said.

I stopped driving my cock into her, even
though it was still pulsing with cum.

“What was what?” I said.

“Pull it out,” she said.

I hesitated and stared at her. Did I have to
pull it out so soon? But she had a horrified look on her face.

“Get your cock out of me,” she said, with a
fierce tone to her voice.

I lifted myself off of her fast. My cock came
out easily and dropped from the puffy lips of her pussy. Along with
it came a flood of my sperm that spilled from her slit all over the
Air Force blanket. The condom was split down the side.

“Shit. I was afraid that would happen,” Tina
said.

I rolled off and sat on the bed beside her.
She sat up with her legs spread wide and touched her pussy like she
was trying to stem the flow of cum with her fingers.

“God, that’s a lot of cum. I hope I don’t get
pregnant,” she said.

“Pregnant?” I said.

My throat tightened. She nodded.

“Yeah. I’m not on the pill.”

We sat there for a few minutes, watching my
cum drip from her pussy. I felt sick to my stomach. I didn’t want
to have a baby, not the first time I had real sex with a real girl.
I yanked the shredded condom off of my cock and threw it on the
floor by my clothes. A lot of good that thing did me.

She touched my shoulder.

“That’s a cool tattoo,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said, and looked back at her over
my shoulder.

“Is it a panther?”

“Yeah.”

She nodded, with her lower lips stuck
out.

“Black panther. Cool,” she said.

Eventually, the flow of cum from Tina’s pussy
slowed to a trickle. She lay back on the bed. I lay down with her
and stared up at the ceiling. I would have said something, but what
was I supposed to say to a girl when I just got her pregnant?

“I never got a girl pregnant before,” I
said.

Tina was quiet for a minute, then she
snorted.

“I never got pregnant before,” she said.

She laughed out loud. I was shocked for a
moment, then I laughed with her. We were both rolling on the bed. I
laughed so hard my sides hurt. I had never heard anything so funny
in my life.

“Hey,” Tina said.

“Wh-What?”

I could hardly breathe. She put her hand
around my erection.

“You’re still hard,” she said.

“Yeah.”

“How come you’re still hard?”

I shrugged. “Maybe because I’m naked in bed
with a hot looking girl.”

She looked into my eyes and smiled. Her hand
stroked my cock.

“You want to do it again?” she said.

I blinked. “Again?”

“Sure.”

“Yeah. You bet,” I said.

I had to clamp my lips shut so my tongue
wouldn’t hang out and wag. She rolled over and got up on her hands
and knees with her bare ass facing me. She looked back over her
shoulder and brushed her hair out of her face.

“Do it to me from behind this time,” she
said.

I stared at her gorgeous ass and the pink
slit between her legs, where my cum was still leaking out. If my
cock wasn’t hard already, that made it hard enough to punch through
a wall.

“Do I need another condom?”

She frowned. “I don’t think it matters. I
can’t get pregnant twice.”

I put my hand on her ass, but hesitated. Was
she right? But if I fucked her again, would she have twins? I was
so torn. On the one hand, I seriously wanted to fuck her again. On
the other hand, though, I didn’t want to be the father of
twins.

But my cock was throbbing and it would not
listen to sense. I had no choice but to obey the demands of my
cock.

I crawled on the bed behind Tina, with my
legs between her spread legs. My heavy cock bobbed, like it was
searching on its own for her tight, wet opening. I had one hand on
her ass and the other around my shaft, and rubbed the head of my
cock on her slit. She shuddered.

“Oh God, Jamie. That feels so good,” she
said.

I just nodded. My heart was pounding and I
was having a hard time breathing. My mind blanked. It was like I
had turned into a machine with only one purpose, to stick my cock
into Tina’s cunt.

The head of my cock slipped easily between
her wet pussy lips. Tina moaned softly. I had a great view of the
way my cock stretched her open. It looked huge compared to her
small figure, like I was shoving a baseball bat into her.

My cum must have made her slick. I put both
hands around the flare of her hips and pushed forward with my own
hips. My cock glided quickly into her tight hole and even went a
couple of inches deeper before it hit bottom. Tina grunted and her
back arched.

“Sorry,” I said.

“Jesus, Jamie. Don’t kill me. I’m just a
girl,” she said, and turned to look at me over her shoulder.

I stroked her back and let my hands slide
along the curve of her waist. I rocked my hips back and forth
slowly. My cock slid in and out of her pussy, a few inches at a
time.

It felt great. I couldn’t believe I was
actually fucking a real live girl. Something was different about it
this time. I didn’t feel so worked up, like every movement of my
cock inside her deliciously warm and tight pussy was going to make
me cum.

I pumped a little faster and a little harder.
Tina groaned a little louder. I felt like I could go on like that
all night.

“Oh yes ... Oh yes Jamie ... Oh fuck yeah,”
she said.

Her voice was distorted from the way I was
rocking her back and forth. She was moaning and trembling in my
hands.

Her head dropped to the pillow with her ass
still up in the air. I almost fell over on top of her, which would
have been bad because I would have jammed the rest of my cock into
her.

It took me a couple of moments to realize
that she was cumming. Her arms must have given out and she couldn’t
hold herself up.

She was screaming over and over into the
pillow. That was when I noticed how her pussy was clamping tight
around my cock and releasing, over and over, in the same rhythm as
her screams. It was like her pussy was milking my cock for its cum.
My back hunched. Maybe I wasn’t going to go like that all night
after all.

“Oh motherfucker,” I said with a groan that
felt like it came from deep in my gut.

My cock throbbed and released another heavy
load of cum. Tina gasped and her head came up off the pillow.

“Oh my God. I feel it. I can feel you
cumming,” she said.

I didn’t respond. I couldn’t. I was too busy
pumping cum into her pussy. Her body went slack and started to fall
toward the bed. I held her up by her hips because I wasn’t done
filling her with cum, until she got to be too much to hold, and I
let her go.

My cock slipped out of her hole and released
a second flood of white sperm that ran down the insides of her
thighs. She laid there in front of me, groaning, rubbing her
belly.

“I feel so fucked,” she said.

I lay down next to her on my side. My long
penis drooped over my thigh like a wet snake.

“Did I hurt you?” I said.

Tina looked at me and smiled.

“Yeah. It’s that kind of hurt that feels so
good.”

Her eyes turned down to my penis. She touched
it with her fingertips.

“God. I wish I’d known they made cocks as big
as yours. I would’ve lost my virginity at, like, twelve or
something.”

“You want to do it again?” I said, and the
pitch of my voice went up like an excited little boy.

Tina shook her head and sat up.

“Not again. Not tonight. Shit. Look. It’s
almost midnight. I got to get you home,” she said, and hopped off
the bed. She picked up her jeans and looked down at her crotch.
“Jesus. I never seen so much cum. It’s like you’ve been saving it
all up for your first fuck.”

She leaned toward me and kissed my
forehead.

“Thanks,” she said.

“What for?”

“For saving it all for me.”

 


She drove me home, but I felt I could have
soared the whole way on my own. I wanted the whole world to know
that I just had sex with Tina.

My excitement deflated the moment we turned
the corner onto my street. What was I going to tell Mom? Would she
be able to tell that I had sex with Tina? I would just run up to my
room and not give her a chance to figure it out.

But Mom wasn’t home. I said good night to
Tina. She looked tired. I went inside and made myself a stacked
baloney sandwich with two extra slices of American cheese. I was
starving. Fucking made me hungry.

I was on the sofa, doing some homework and
watching the Dave Chapelle show when Mom finally got home.

“Hi honey,” she said when she came in the
front door.

“Hi Mom.”

I was slouched down on the sofa with my feet
up on the table, flipping channels. I didn’t notice Danielle come
in behind Mom until she was all the way inside the door.

“Hi Jamie,” she said.

I sat up and stared at her like she was a
stranger.

“Hi Danielle.

“You’re up late. Don’t you have school
tomorrow?” Mom said.

“Yeah. I was just finishing my homework.”

I closed the book on my lap and put it on the
table. I picked up my empty glass to take it to the kitchen. Mom
and Danielle looked at me funny, then looked at each other with
faint smiles, like they were communicating telepathically. I walked
stiffly into the kitchen. Could they tell just by looking at me
that I had sex tonight?

There was another thing that didn’t occur to
me until I was out of their sight in the kitchen. What was Mom
doing out so late with Danielle? Were they at her house, having
sex, too? Part of me didn’t want an answer to that question.
Another part of me, though, was dying to know the details.

“Listen, it’s late. I have to work tomorrow.
I’d better get home,” Danielle said.

She opened the front door, then turned and
kissed Mom, right on the lips.

I froze to my spot in the doorway to the
kitchen. Did she know she was kissing my Mom right in front of me?
She must have, because she came over, put her arms around me and
kissed me on my lips, too.

“Good night, dear,” she said.

She held me in her arms for another moment or
two, pressing her huge boobs flat against my chest. She went out
with a wave and a smile to both of us, and Mom closed the door.

“I’m going to go to bed, too,” Mom said.

She paused at the bottom of the stairs and
looked at me.

“Ok,” I said.

I didn’t know what else to say. Was she
inviting me to go with her?

She took a step toward me and put her arms
around my neck.

“Good night, dear. Don’t stay up too late,”
she said.

“I won’t.”

She gazed into my eyes for a second, then
leaned forward and kissed me on the mouth. My eyebrows went up. Her
head tilted a little to the side and her tongue pushed between my
lips. Her knee pushed between my legs. A second ago, my penis was
soft. It snapped to an instant erection, and her thigh rubbed
against the bulge.

I put my hands on Mom’s waist. She kissed me
harder, moaning into my mouth. She removed one arm from around my
neck and moved one of my hands from her waist to her ass. I was as
stiff as a statue. My eyes bulged out of my head. What the hell had
gotten into Mom?

She broke away from the kiss and looked into
my eyes again.

“Good night dear. I love you,” she said.

She went up the stairs, smiling at me. I
waved. That was when it hit me. It wasn’t what had gotten into Mom.
It was what hadn’t gotten into her. She could tell that I had sex
with a girl tonight, and she wasn’t mad about it. On the contrary.
I think she was jealous.

I went back to the sofa and picked up my
book. I had a big, fat grin on my face that wouldn’t go away.
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